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1 14d, 


e 
WN of THE DAY, 


1 ron 792.) 


CONTAINING. 


As ENTERTAINING SELECTION 4 
or THE 


| CHOICEST , AND MOST APPROVED | 


Z LL N * 


5 5 now $1NGING. 
: At the Tante che AXACKREONTIC 1 
i ONT SOC1tETY, the BEET-STEAK Crus, ö 
1 And other Conviv ial and Polite: Aſſemblies. - 
10 WHICH 1s „ „ 4 
The CONVIVIAL TOAST MASTER, 4 
Sh | 
Preſident s Sentimental Companion. | 5 


5 5 0 * D 0 N; | e 
g e wet. ROACH, Roussz:-Counr, Davay-Laxts | 


3 And * * all che Bookſellers in Ganar-Barrar N 9 
| . and Is ELAND. . | | 


EY Jr is as i natural he. a publiſher, when his Us. 
7 dertaking ſucceeds} to return thanks to the 


Public, who, have patronized his labours, as it is 
for a young woman, who has had the luck of : 
. drawing a large Prize in the Matrimonial Lottery, 


to bleſs the providence that guided her ha” : 
1 hut 1 It 18 unfortunately too common, both with her 5 : 
and him, in a little time to forget the favours they _ 


hae. received; and the lady too frequently I 


becomes a flatern, or fails in the neceſſary 
” complaiſance to keep her huſband's afſeftions ; 5 


and the Publiſher as often depending too muca on 


popular applauſe, grows careleſs in his manner of : 


doing things, impoſes traſh on his cuſtomers, and 5 
thinks them bound to thank him for the inſolent 


impoſition. The WHIM of the DAY, for the 

| year 1790 and 1791; met with ſo favourable a 
reception, that the Publiſher juſtly abhorrent of 

the cuſtom ok others, has thought it his duty to 


ue more pains than ever, to render the WHIM 2 


for 1792, ſuperior; not only to its predeceſſors, 
bdaut allo to every publication of the kind, that can 

poſſibly appear, as not a Song that contains wt or 
humour ſhall eſcape his vigilance; provided always 


(en the law phbrale) that they contain nothing that 5 


3 N excite the mor diſtant idea of nts 


. 13 4 


„„ 


In kienlelf "= ould think i it an unpardonable 4 
preſumption, to pronounce on the merit of thoſe 


| compolitions. which being the Productions of the 


greateſt Wits of the age, and univerſally approv ed 
bf by the Public, would loſe by any encomium he 


might pals 1 upon them ; thus only he will offer i in EE 
his own behalf, that he has ſpared no expence in 
procuring the moſt authentic copies of them, 


wjhich he gives without the ſmalleſt alteration or 


| Interpolation. The coſt he has been at in procur- 


ing original Songs, that never have been in Print, 5 


he will not adduce as any merit in himſelf, as be | © ee ok 


thinks it his duty to deſerve a continuation of that 
Z patronage, which he has ſo liberally experienced 
in the two former years. He concludes this ad- 


5 dreſs to his Patrons, by ſolemaly pledging himſelf 


rather to redouble, than i in the leaſt to ſlacken his ” 


| efforts, to produce « every year a collection of the 


moſt approved Songs, that ſhall appear in public 
or private, as he will ever feel himſelf impreſſed 
Vuoith the deepeſt ſenſe of that goodneſs which, by 
rewarding his labours, muſt neceſſarily ſtimulate * 


3 e mind, to more e exel tions. . 


— This dels the ſentiment: that animates . 
| Publiſher of the WHIM of the DAY, for 1792; 


be humbly ſubmit it to the candid reader, And, 
once again flatters himſelf, with that ſuffrage which 
is the warmeſt of his wiſhes and 1 lole objett of e 


is . : 
7 INDEX, ” 


5 Cupid, cruel knave of hearts — 
Come beauty, CHROICER 4 treaſure | 
Cͤctchelin fat all alone — — 7 


Cron me Bacchus, mighty wm 


* vOoTRY to wake 4 ſong — N 
IX As walking t'other day one. — 
8 As {traying through the Jeſs' mine grove, x 

A tit a tit, they call me yet — — 

Adieu, adi 1. my only life — — —_ 


Awake my fair, {weet Chloe awake 


Ah! tell me ye ſwains have you ſeen, c. 
As crols the field the other Morn — 
Alas! alas! my faithful friend — — 1 


Ah, why! ah, Why! ye e pow? SC 
At eve, as 1 tung of my far 
Aways and ow! the rendezvous — 


G you to battle rl away 


Curtis was old Hodge's wife, — : 


: Cone, he waſting ſons of care — 
N Each fluent bard replete with wit 
5 Fa to all the 8005 is ne 


ir 


1 


00 
Abergavney is fine, Aberiſt with alſo — 75 
47.27 


34 
g 


: Frere. 


Page. 2 
13 


l 7 12 am Jolly gay pedlar Z 00 > e 8 259 


. Little thinks the tow tiſman's wile — 8 
Let bucks and let bloods to praiſe, &c. — 


F. | Pann | Page 


Fickle bliſs. fantaſtic: trealare- =... =. - 
Farewel, my love, the anchor's 3 d 


Fill high the animating glals — — 3 5 


N 


Pp | Good people attend tO my lay - — i — — : 


How much 1 WD thee Ok de. . — 
1 1. J. 
1 OR TAN to think that my (oldier 8 0 bold 


I'm daſhing Dick, the Duſtman — — 


I was the pride as all the Thames — — 


I be one of thole ſailors who think 'tis no li lie | 
Juſt when the blooming fragrant ſpring — 50 
1 ſail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, — 


I own that young Colin, he met me one a 
I figh and lament me in VAIN — — — 


| life 8 e A "fs a. in Sera motion 


Let Philoſophers ptate about reaſon, Kc. =: 
Lord, what a fuſs my mother made . — 
Like the dew drops of the morning 
Let Cupid ſhake his ſportive wings 


= Love! ly Wo.uan, pride af nature — 


M. 


3 5 My comrades, Ta famiſh' d 3 queer — 
My mither ſhe makes fic a din = — pl 
| = Wi Wy i is a ene 1 5 _ 3 


— %% 


8 
PE 


. | 2 
1 
_ 


43: 


„ 
5 


Lovers how to gain—we all diſcover Bu - 


' Net long before the clole of days — 
: Nature ee 18 enchanting | — 


5 The little pig laid without any firaw ß 
The wind blew hard, the ſea ran high | 
the main with darkneſs mantled o'er — | 3 
Tho' the muſes ne er ſmile by the light, e. 
This life is like a troubled ſea — — 
I)he lark's been up an hour or more 
I.,h)e Britiſh ſeaman's manly breaſt — 
The roſe with ſweet fragrance delights. : 
Twelve years ago I went to Woo — a 


5 1 3 


O. 


F. 


5 Sweet hs the woodbine round, ae. 
Sir, you ſee a cottage girl — — — 
- lovely Emma, do your eyes — 
Sure 'ent the world a maſ uerade — 

Songs of e let us raiſe — — 


T. 


Tis ove that now ny boſom res | _ 


1 | [ 5 112 


| 0 the bonny bonny bonny 1 — 177 
Oh! the moment was ſad, when my, &c. 
Oddzookers! tonight, at the cloſe of, &c. 6 
O tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains — « 
Oh dear! dear! dear! I ſure ſhall de — _ 
Oh! wond' rous {age whoſe magic might 1 
dl! ever in my boſom live — — — 112 
n 5 like the orb of ay... '-- - — — 114 


"Poms * ms gay heart ka, his, 4. > © 5 
f Patrick O Row, 18 my name — — a 67 
e of guety and slee _ DET _] 


E 


Would you hear a ſad ſtory of woe 
Were Nancy but a rural maid  —_ 
When ſpring diſpenling ſweets around 
With warm affettion in my heart — 
When I return with courage bold — 
Whilſt in thoſe eyes of mildeſt » 8 ED 
We bipeds made up of frail clay 
Why don't you know me by my ak 
While high the foaming ſurges riſe — 


N . e 5 
8 Tell not 1 me, lane! 8 Ae mare | = — % 
= Through e goons. where groves, b. 93 8 


: What have you | got for dinner, Mos: Bond? 14 
Was [right or was I not? — — — 22 
When 1 look round the village that, A. bs 
When I was at home, L was merry, Kc. | 3 . 


| Whenl liv'd with my granam on yon, Kc. N 
With idle tales you fill my head — — 92 — 
When the lun is riſen. and the mans, 225 „5 
Why I be {quire Ned of Gobble-hall = 101 
| When fixteen years I had attain'd — — , 105 
Whither, my love, ah! whither art, bc. 107 
Who ſhall deſerve the glowing 3 423 

: . hen ehe battle s rage i is ended — N „ 


THE 


„ . +* ++ ++ +* +* + +#* 3 


9 w. H I 1 or + HE D * . 


T For 1798. L 


1 0 Lo the MUSIC 4¹ 60D, 
A FAVOUR [TE | SONG, ; 5 
8 Sang by Ars, Leavs „ at the dpi 


voTRY to > mulic and Hin. 5 

1 My life glides away in delight; 5 

t Tweet harmony leads me along, 
Jl And ors my ſenſes 1 invite. 


a 


Fack ature that j joy can impart, 
Attends if I give but a node 

| How can I but love with my heart 
3 the nu feat 2 


: B Th . 


T1 

5 This ardent 8 ihe manſon ho S 
His lyre the fountain of ſweets; 
Cecelia pertorms on the ſame, 


5 Aud echo each number repeats. 
Bar raptures be. 


. Dull 6 1 He he retreat, 


So near to cel: ſtials above; | 
And « ncord who hallow'd the ſeat, | 
Has nam d it the W of Love. 
h Each rapture, Kc. : 


Pg AAA A AA AA : 


A: FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung þ by Mr. Basxisrrn, un. 
ht the Chara of ery Steak, 

In the Farce of the « Mayor of Carat, 


THAT have Cu got for | dinner, Mrs, 
5 Bond 255 | 
7 1 here s beef in. the e larder, ard ducks in the 
: po nd; | | 
WW hat have you got Sus dinner, Mrs. Hd - 
1 here” s beef in the larder, and ducks in ; the : 
| N od: 
. Pillx, Dillv, 'F illy, r my, come and hs killed, 
"Dill Yo G1lty, di WY dilly, come and be Killed, 


105 vny Cſtler f o you. Ein a 1 or two, | 
Johnny Gliler dog, zu, kill a duckling or two; 


Johnny 


7 Ty 15 ; | EE 
Johne Iv 00 er 1 to vo. u, Fil It ; iy duckling ; ont: wo, | 
| — unn do you, killa dackling or two ;_ _ 


2 | Dilly, Ut, dilly, dilly, com an 1 be killed (bins - 


0 las C been to the ducks, that are in the 


| pond, | B £4 9 

But they won't come to 55 killed, i. 

VVV rk, NE : 
— | cry d dilly 5 " dilly; com: n 1 be killed: 35 
For the e 18 wait, and their bellies malt be TY 
| filled, 55 | 

Mrs. Bond TER flew, to the pond | in a rage, 8 | 
„ With plenty of onion, and plenty Of lage: } 1. | 


25 „ cry'd little wagtails, come and be killed, 

„„ you muſt be ſtuff' d, and the cuſtomers filled; e 

Dilly, dilly, dilly, dilly, came and were killed, 
Dil! 28 dilly, dilly, dilly, came and were killed, Ee 


ee eee, 
wor OR NEVER. 


4 FAVOURI re BAL L. \D. 
Cong „ Mrs. 1 Le: AVER at the e 6 Gardens D 


$ walking t'ot ther — Alone: | 
1 met with handivine Hany; . 
Who, truly quite audacious . 9 5 
___ Requeſted would I marry. 
But when [I told him no not 3 
le ſigh'd and look'd fo clever: 
I could have laid, I know not ir 2 | 


Come take me no or never, | 5 5 
| | SD: . 8 15 Poor 


T1] 


poor Harry cried ſweet girl forbear, N 
Tale pity on my paſſion: 
5 Indeed {aid I, Sir are you there, 
Deceit is all the faſhion 
But oh! he lwore he'd looner — 


ee give me up for ever: 


Why dilly dally, then thought I, 
mes take me now or never. . 


- Ba all 1 laid could nought avail, 
The fly the roguiſh Harry; ; 
TD 50 preſs'd his fond and tender tale, _ 
Poor I, agreed to marry. on 


I I could not leave him in the beck,” 


Who pleaded love ſo clever, : 


: \ 50 ſmiling cry'd, pray lead to church, 


| - Gomes: take me now or never. Sr OS 5 
The 117171 716 . 
A FAVOURITE SONG. | 


| Sung 9 Mr. Fawezrr, in | the Mayor of Carrat, 


Tu little pig laid without any firaw, „„ 
> Haugh {ſnorts ) ha paugh ah, 22 bike . 

1 ha — dau diddle Fe, DE | 
"He little pig laid without any ſtraw, 
85 as 5% lara lang, 0 Suſan” SA Eu woman. 


we 


| _ x * Xx 


„ We thought this pig it ald Sb good pork, 1 
 Haugh/ſrort ts ) hork paugh hork { ſqueaks like a e 
bbuork ſhaw dau diddle dork; _ 1 8 
We thought this pig it would make good pork, _ 
_Lingigo, lara lang, Suſan ſhe's a little Woman, : 


1 thought this pig it © would, make better ba- = 
con, 


e | Haugh ( fronts) acon nh acon n ( freaking) acon : 


” au dau diddle dacon; . 
1 5 5 thought this pig it would make better . 1 
sss, lara lang, Suſan e Sa little woman, I, 


1 At laſt we bill d this little pig and of his hair 5 


we made a WI 


. Haugh ( ſnorts) hig pugh hol (toku) (white hig e 


 (/queaks) hig ſhau dau diddle dig; 2 
At laſt we Kill d this little pig O, 
5 Ling 108 lara 9 0 ot ! Sulan's Sa little x wW voman. ” 


0 THE BY vr Bo * BELLS. | 7 
2 A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


1 8 5 1 V Wixcriery, at the Apallo Garg: ns. 
Oo THE bonny bonny | bonny belts; 


| How I love to kear them und; 
8 Far and near the lads and 3 Ts, 
IS a erty Wy round, 


En 


1 W o is he ſo ſpruce and gay, I 

Hou the youth each ſwain excels: 

"Tis my love, that comes this way; 
0 the rs + bonny — 5 


* Play away ye bonny delle, 


su eeteſt muſic to my ear; 


5 How my heart with rapture ſwells, 3 


At the preſence of my dear. 


* Softly whiſpers now my love, 


Trembling as his paſſion tells: 
Angels IKE — 8 
0 che bonny Bonny: bells, „„ 


155 Bonny pelle ſor ever PREY : 


Theodore has fix'd the day; , 
- Sunday ſe'nnight is the time, 
In the charming month of SL 


| How my heart goes pat, pat, pat, 


Love is full of magic ſpells: 


| Sunday ſen-night think of that, 5 


0 the bonny: bonny bells, 


1 eee eee, 


EVERY INCH A SAILOR, 
* NEW SONG. 
E wind ow hard, as "I ran bich, 


5 The dingy ſcud drove crols the ſky; 
All was ſafe ſtow'd, the bowl was ſlung, 


XY When carcheſs thus Ned 4 Hewlyard lung. 


= OO A tailor 


$ 19 8 


: A failor 5 life 8 the lifs for me, 

He takes his duty merrily : | 

If winds can whiſtle he can 1 . 
b _ faithful to his friend and king, 


ets belov'd by all the ſnip , 
Add his girl, and drinks his ae. ; 


. Down toplails, 8 che 2. comes on, 
I0 ſtrike top gallant yards they. run; | 
And to hand the fail prepar d, 

Ned cheerful ſings upon the Sd.” 


A —_ 8 "les. &. | 


I 1 lakt: a tak come lads behold; 
I.here's five foot water in the bold; 
Eager on deck ſee Hawlyard jump, T2. 

0 A. "Rs wn 1 at the pumps. „„ 


A lailor $ 8 Kc. 


1 A4 Fs = vel naught can 1 5 
She ſtrikes, and finds a watery grave; 
Yet Ned, preſerv'd with a few more, 
5 5 as he treads a foreign ſhore. 


A ſailor” O lite, &, 


f 4 now 6 als . 
On land as well as fea, at laſt; 
In tatters to his Poll and home, „„ 
"ee honeſt W ſinging come. 
2 5 A failor's life, de. | 


7 Vet, for poor © Hewlyord what Hfgrace, - 
Poll ſwears ſhe never ſaw his face, 
He dams her for a faithleſs ſhe, | 
And ſinginz, goes again to ſea, 
| $ Ne life, Ac, N 
N 


5 7 J 
"The. BRIDAL DAT. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sing by af Wixcrteun, at the gl Garden wh 


. I met young William there; 
| He preſs d my hand and talk'd of loves 
days I pray have a care. | 
The duce is in you he w ould fy,” e 
Why don! t you,” name che bridal uy? 


What coald 1 do poor ſimple maid, 
But make this ſtrange 17 J 


Ts | tell you, Sir, I am afraid, 


And then began to ſigh. 
7 The duce is in you he 3 ſay, E 
. can't t you, name the bridal — — 


35 4 r cos 1 fellow mad, 


:- err thus my 2103 
— Ad yet 1 {ome how lik'd the lad, 
And wiſh d to be a wife. 


Alt laſt the duce would have me TY | 


5 Why: don't you, name the bridal day? 8 
$000204000040 30564 TID $##+ er 
: LIFE: LIKE 4 SEA. 

Aa N E W 80 N G. 


FE" $ like a fan. 4 in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high, ſometimes low : 
Where every one mult brave the ocean, 


A 'S {traying through the Jeſs" mino grove, 885 


Whatſoe ver winds may blow, 0 I : 


4 = tc id 


5 if annoy'd kW Guat or we, 
Driven by the gentle gales: 
ole not then the favouring 3 
; * hilſt lucceſs attends the fails. 


” If the wayward winds mould biegen, | 
Never let's give way to fear; 
All our patience let us muſter, _ 

And learn from reaſon how to ſteer, 8 
Let judgment keep us ever ſteady, 7 
Tis a ballaſt ſeldom fails: „ 

And when dangers riſe, be ever ready, 
1 To ann well ne —— ſails. 1 


N Truſt not 0 a; your own opinion, 
____ Whillt your veſſel is underway ; 


lloet good diſcretion bear dominion, | 


That compals never leads aſtray. 
When thundering tempeſts make you ſnadder, 
And Boreas on the ſurface rails; N 
Lt good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
When Fee attends the lails. 


8 And whe you are fafe from danger, 
Riding in ſome favourite bay; 


Hope be the anchor you confide in, : TY 


15 


Care awhile in {lumber lay. | | 5 
Then when each cann is wh liquor flowing, Cs 
And good fellowſhip prevails, 1 5 
Let each true-heart with rapture flowing, „ 
: Ink ſucceſs unto the tails, ; ED 


3 


EY L 22 3 
I. 1s 1X GUT 02 W 4S + N- 
5 A FAVOURITE BALL v, 


. Sun. 3 by N. fs * (XGFIELD, | at | the dpolls Gardens 


FAS 1 right or was I not 7 
— e Fell me girls and tell me true; 
You l mean, who've e eh get, 
| W. iS ILV rong to do ſo too ? 2 
No I'm lure to die a maid, 
Ne er was meant to be my lot: 
8 call'd and I obey d, 
5 Was 1 risht, or was I not * 


= When ths youth that pleas'd my mind, 


N "Told his love in language [weet; 
: Could I ſee him fond and kind, 


: Sigh and languiſh at my fect. 


No no no, it was in vain, 


; owns and threats I've quite forgot: 


5; Soon at chur ch 8 eds d his Palin, | 
Was I rights or Was not 5 


This 1 * a 52005 . 255 
Never was deſign d for me; 
No no no, tis nought but trife, 


That you ſurely will agree. 


_ Girls get marr ied, that's your 1 = 
Caupid will aſt the plot : | 
Then like me ſecure vour man, 

Was I right, or was L not ? 


7” At 85 


- oh dl r 


ES ane, ie 


NE. . 


ia x 23 1 
MISS IN HER TEENS. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


— : Sung 5 17 Wixerieus, at the 2 Card Ao. 


1 Then there's mamma, ſhe can't forget, „ 
That fooliſh way my cheeks to Pat. 1 1 = 

| My doll I us'd to fondle ſo, op 
ut girls like me, it much demeans : 


TIT a tit, they call me yet, = 
And hb do this and mils 4 chat; 


15 Beſides I'd have my mother know, 1 | 
N I'm not a child tho in TIE: teens. 0 


. V here'e er 1 50, 'tis ; pray take care, 


he home i in time and don't [tay late: In 


Pray dear mamma, your caution ſpare, | 


3 I'll 'ne'er be teaz'd at ſuch a rate. 5 


No no, I cannot bear it long, 
And gad if nothing intervenes: 


=  Tho' you perhaps may deem it wrong, 
= BY fy 0 to Edward 1 in wy teens. N 


He ſav 8. I'm not a bit too young, OS 

And truly I believe I'm not; TL. 
Then there's ſuch magic in his tongue, 
I ſure could give him all I got. 


And when 1 lay I'll be his wife, 


| He talks of ſuch enchanting ſcenes: | 
That hey good-by to mils for life, 


1158 


I'm then a woman in a my teens. 


TT 


: My HEART WHISPERS NO, vo, NO, xo. 1 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Song „ Miſe Wixerizty, at the petty Gardens. | 8 


7 HEN I look round che village that bar. 


bours my dear, 
Strange ſymptoms poſſeſſes my breaſt : 

1 figh and I tremble, I languiſh and fear, 8 
And cannot tell what to do beſt. 


+ But if the dear youth ſhould be paſſing along, 5 


And ſometimes it will happen ſo: 


4 beckon him to me, perhaps it is wrong, 


But =y Raney. whiſpers =O, * no, no. 


y If, e'er r with micther he 3 to FIRE 5 
Tis ſtrange, tho' I cannot tell why: 

f But ſomething compels me, and often *. 
Il wiſh 'ſtead of her it was I. | 

- At diſtance | follow unealy and fad, 
And often times turn for to go: 

he But poor little thing, like a bird that is had, 
My noma 8 ns nos. no, Joly” no. 


But 0 with hae le I ſee him» at church, 
Such tenderneſs who can withſtand; _ 


He vows that cach others, be'll leave in the lurch, 8 


If I'll but beſtow him my hand. 


5 5 5 : D. ye think I 1 refuſe him 10 kind a requeſt, 


No, truly much better I know: 


| = And the truth is the truth, if it muſt be confelt, Z | 


My heart whe no, yy me, % 


i 


= My dad kept 1 big, and my. mother fold TS 


13 25 1 
17 ie : moſt Favourite Songs in %. 


Sonn ENDER or carais. 


s o * C. 


Suns 5 My. los, = 


« « Young cao the Lad”, 


1 1 as at home, [ was merry and NY 


friſky, 
- whiſky; 


My uncle was rich, hc 3 nev er be ealy, f 


E Till I was enliſted. by Corporal Laer. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey! 45 
My dear little Sheelah, 1 thought wou'd rum 


eſt, 


Crazy, 


Caſey f 


When I trudg'd away with tough Corporal 2D 


1 march d from Kilkenny, and as. Lwas 5 thinks | 


my ins 


On Sheelah, my heart in my bofom was s fink- 


ing; 


5 But ſoon I was forc'd to 3 freſh as a n 
Por fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey. _ 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey! 
The devil go with him! I ne'er cou'd be lazy, . 


. He Ruck 1 in my ſkirts ſo, ould Carperad Caſey. 


„„ 


5 26 F | 


* 


= We went into battle, 1 wok the blows as. 


That fell on my pate, but. hey bother'd me — 


„ rarely; 1 

5 And who ſhou'd the firſt be that dropt?—why, 
9 ant pleale ve, 

It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey ; . 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 
Thinks I you are quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 


| 80 eight years 1 3 without A Caley. | = 


GRAND cnorvs. | 


| . "Tak 1. 5 | ; 
RE AR « our + Engliſh banner high, 
In token proud of victory! : 
a * here'er our god of battle ſtrides, : 
Loud ſound the trump of fame; 
WW here'er the Engliſh warrior rides, 
_ May laurel « conqueſt * his name! 


5 . : | 
Fet on the victor's heart let truth engrav 5 


That heaven- born Money” den n, the 


brave, 
. Engliſh 

Bear, rear the Engliſh banner high, 
In token: prone. of N 1 


SONG, 


r * * 


. N * N . 
5 Sun 5 Mrs. Braxy, 
0 5 My Zelia now,” : 
by 1 TREMBLE to think that V foldier's to h 
A: 10 dee W! ith What danger he gets all his eld; 
Tuet, danger all over, twill keep out the eat; 
Ve e An! we thall de warm when we re Genes d d. Hh 


g : For riches, 'tis true chat Ie covet 8 not, 
Unleſs 'tis to better my dear toldier's lot; 
om he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 


The very 2 moment we re 1 d. 


5 My 8 d it be 11 . to Wen to PD tay, 5 
. charck, when my father will give me away; 
. But that L ſhall laugh at, I've heard many lay, 

© A . or two after we re ry ah 


CR A* CHORUS. 


LC sobxd, PENS] in ſolemn ens ind low ; "I 
* „ Dully beat the muffled drum, | 
Bid the hollow trampet blow; s 
In dreaded tones, clear, firm, and low ; 
Poor ſee! the patriot Heroes come. 
Peace to their noble ſouls! their bodies die, 
Ĩ heir fame ſhall flouriſh long in memory! 
Recorded ſtill in future years 
Green in a nations gratitude and „ 1 
Peace to the heroes, peace! WhO you their 1 
| blood, | ED, 
Cr And deri, nobl) | fortheir country's 6 


7 7. 


© O N I” 


FIN by 1 las: 


=o Dun Bouquet de Romarin., : 8 


ITTLE thinks the townſman' 8 vie, 


| While at home ſhe tarries, 
2 7 Rat mult be the laſs's life RE 
"Who a ſoldier marries. 


Nor with weary marching ſpent, . 


Dancing now before the tent 5 
e lira. lira, lira, lira, la, N 
* ith her jolly 101d. er. 


3 In the camp at nicht ſhe we 


Wind and w cather ſcorning 3 .. 


x | Only gr ev'd her love mult riſe, 


And quit her in the morning; 
But, the doubtful ſkirmiſh Ss”. 
FPlithe ſhe ir ns at ſet of fun, 
Lira, lira, li a, lira, lira, la, 
Wich her jolly ſoldier, ; 


Shs the Captain of ker Ang 
Uſe his vain endeavour, | 
Oe iſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear) 

T wo fond hearts to ſever: 
At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff 


Laughing thus, ſhe'll put him Off, - 5 


an bra, 3 lira, lira, la, FED 


For her rally lolu! er! 


DUET: 


WAR has ſtill its melody; 
VW hen blows come thick _ arrows ay, 
When the ſoldier marches o'er _ 
The crimſon field, knee- devp i in gore 3 
By carnage, and grim death furrounded, 
And groans of dying men confounded z 
If the warlike drum he hears 
And the ſhrill trumpet ſtrikes his ears, | 
EKous' d by the ſpirit-ſtirring tones, 
Muſick's influence he owns; _ | 
His luſty heart beats ary and high, — 
CE 0 ar has Tall It” 8 melody! | 1 


1 5 1: 


"Hs MARTIAL cnonvs,. 1 


. But w 4 5 VE] fought dp is done, 
And the battle's fairly won 
Oh! then he trolls the jolly note, 
In triumph, thro! his ruſty throat: 
And all the ſtory of the ſtrife _ 
He carols to the merry fife,  _ 
His comrades join, their ſeats to tell ; 
The chorus then begins to {well: _ 


=} 


- a martial muſic rends the 9 — 
N Thus 1 is the loldier 8 melody! 8 


8 $4949990000200404010008 $82600000 


DICK. THz. DUSTMAN. 
Written by Mr. Dispix. ; | | 
In his Entertainmeat of the Wage. So 


| nt . Dick, the Duſt- man, 


None my calling can degrade, 


: For I am not the firſt man, 


Who has ariv'r na dirty dn z = Duſt 


1 


Duſt ho, duſt ho! I rings my bell 40 crys. 
Ml tricks if you would find mn 
5 Pretty early you muſt riſe, 
Por watch me {till, 
Howe'er you will, 


£1} bears off many a prize, „„ 
And If I wants to blind * em, Ds 


N throws duſt! in their ey es. 


== Why what's your. man of 6 


And what's your madam Fame, 
A jilt when he has won her, 
That prove a dirty name: 


. Victory, victory! he draws kl fword and cries, - | 


In the midſt of ces rap find 885 
See Wenn the ſavage flies, | 
He ſpares no life, ” 

Nor friend, nor wife, 

v. here er he finds A 
Iill death at laſt to blind bim, 

5 Throws duſt i in his eyes. | 


| _ The lawyer, the phyſician, LE 
And e'en the learn'd divine; e 


= Ern drives in his condition, 


As black a trade as mine. 


Fees ho, fees ho! each draws his purſe, ande cries, 5 


Their conſciences can't bind em, 
The wretched patient Ges; : 

All prayers fail, 

| And in a ail, 

| Ther n client lies, | | 
Unleſs you throw to blind em, 
Gold dult in their N : 


And 


Fw) 


4 And fo xy ye Jos men bullle, 
To ſee who's dirty firſt, 
And one another huſtle, _ 
Aud all to raiſe the duſt. 8 
Duſt ho, duſt ho! each draves his purſe and cries 
And whom old Nick behind him, 
Will take, to mount up, tries, | 
All ſcrambling go, 5 

5 From friend to foe, 

- To bear away ſome prize, 

And each throws duſt to blind him, 
1 in his e 8 . 


* 0 N 6 


THE WATERY GRAVE. | 
Written and Sung h 1 Mr. bissis- 


OULD you hear a fad 1 of woe, | 
That tears from a ſtone might AY 5 
1 concerning a tar you muſt know, ·FƷ 
As honeſt as Cer biſcuit broke; og 
His name was Ben Block, of all men, 
I!he moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brare, 
But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben -- | 
5 In his . found, a wary: pave. 


5 


| His hs no one ever knew more, 
His heart was all kindneſs and love, 
Tho' on duty an eagle he'd ſoar; 


Lis nature had moſt of the dove, 7; eo 


\nd 


: Ve lov'd a fiir mids 3 Kate 


Illis father to intereſt a ſlav e; 


Sent him far from his love, where hard fate, 
| ar. ef him deep! in a e gray c. 


1 curſe on [alt dou tongues, 

A falſe friend his mild nature abus d, 
And ſwect Kate of the vileſt of w rongs, 
I0o poiſon Ben's pleaſure accus'd; 

_ That ſhe never had truly been kind, 
- That falſe were the tokens ſhe gave, : 
That ſhe ſcorn'd him, and wiſh' d he ai find 


5 In the « ocean a wry e 


To b 2 3 this cank' rous Self 


Ihe venom accompliſh'd its end, 


hen all truth and honour himſelf, 
| Suſpected no fraud in his friend. 
On the yard, while ſuſpended in air, 
A looſe to his ſorrows he gave, 


Take thy wiſh, he cry'd falſe crucl fair, 
8 And plung' di in a watery grave. = 


$4404503909004924009 55000000040, 


L 0 VE * 5 8 U Z. 
Sung at Pauxhall 5 un. Durey, 


IE main with darkneſs ——_ 0 er, 
8 The howling tempeſt blew, .- 
Ye dread of ſeeing thee no more, 
Was all the fear I Knew, ng 


The! 


% 


iy F: 


Th » out of night, ne'er out of mind, 1 
Thy ſailor always true, Ty 
KRegarded more than waves or wind. ' 5. 
1 Þ& ; he 1 52 of W Sue. i 


"2 Put why we met the hanghty foe, 


And bullets round us flew, 


: With double ſtrength I gave each blow, 


To merit thee, my Sue, 


= - Tho' out of light. ne' er out of mind, 


My heart (till fonder grew, 


iT In Fancy's glals, to lovers kind, 


1 gaz! d on thee, my Sue. 
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The SOLDIER' 5 ADIEU. 
Sung E Mr, Dise. : 
in his Entertainment of the Wags. 


' DIEU, adieu! my only life, 95 
_My honour calls me from thee, 
Remember thou'rt a ſoldier's ws. 1 
I hoſe tears but ill become thee: 
What though by duty I am call'd, 
Where thund' ring cannons rattle, 
Where Valor's ſelf might ſtand appal'd, 
When on the wings of thy true lodge, 


; 10 heaven above thy tender oraiſons are "PE 


The tender prayer thou put ſt up chere, e 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 325 
FO > watch me in 125 battle. N 


[33] 
My ir thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ſerving, 
My life ſhall be more dear to me, 
* of thy preſerving; 
"La peril come, let horrors thr cat, 
Let thund'rins cannons rattle, 
I fearleſs lee the conflict's heat, 5 
-Afured when on the wings of love, 75 


5 To heaven bore Kc. 5 


| Enough with. tha at benignant ſmile, 
Some kindred cod n{pir d thee, - 

"Who: law thy. bolom void of guile, 
Who wonder'd and admir 'd thee; | 

I go aſſur d my Lfe atlieu! 

Where thund'ring cannons rattle, | 
Where murd'ring carnage ſtalk f in viele, 
3 on the wings of my true love, 
To hcav en above, ee. | : 


eee APA gre ee 


Is PAUVRE NANNETTE. 
„„ ung at Vauxhall | by Miſs. Apso. 


K UPID, cruel! knave of hearts, 
\& Fond beguiler of the Fair, 
| Hear a novice in thy art, 
Save a damſcl from def Pair. 
| 3 me, ah! pity me; 
Shall I take e : 
, Or Jortake e 
1 Shall I own his power yet, 
Love diſtracts me, 
| Duty racks me, 5 | 1 
5 La Pauvre Nannette,  _ Cupid, | 


we ; 
1 T ET back ks 41 <4 le bloods to praiſe London 5 


: Cupid, e in his car, 


yy Le: the glowing bluſh 8 = 


15 Vet e e mould ke 1 prove, ” 


"oy frowns upon my. love, 


E 


All the anxious cares I 0 | 
W hat my boſom malt conceal, 

Pity me, Kc. 55 
All my tender hope are Vain, 


_ Nannette ne'er can {nile again, 8 8 
Pity. me, Kc. F 


„e eeeeeeee⁰e⁰⁰⁰,νe,b,7Eiesee 


5 5 FAVOURITE SONG. 
Th JOrs of the COUNTRY. 
5 | Sung by Mr. Divo1s, 


10 his Emterzinment of the agr. i 


gà̃gren, 


: Fon the joys of 1 country my 1 hor 's me, 2 
Where {weet is the flow! r Whic, 1 the May baſh 


adorns, 


| And how charming to 9 it but for the chores 
= WW; here we walk ver the mountains with health : 


our cheeks glo' Wing. 


As warm as a toaſt, honey, when it en't r lao. 


ing; 


. w here nature t0 ſaile when ſhe l clings. 
And the ſun charms us all the yeer round. when 


it ſaiues. 


D 3 05 


X 40 4 


Oh the mountains 2 vallies = W 


The pigs and the ſcreech-owls and throſhes: 5 


nw Let bucks and let bloods to e London 


1810, 


1 Oh the j Joys of the Country my jewel forr me. 8 


There twelve hours on a Aretch we in angling N 


. Ys eli; 8h it, 
As Patient. as Jobs, though: we at ne'er a i bite, 


5 There e at the Wild- ducks a6 e the 7 


CEOWSs:. 


5 w hile ſo lov cly the 1 Rs to our loathe ; ; 
5 e wid aunts. and wid couſins and grande — 


ders talking, 


7 Wes are caught in che rain while we re all out * 15 


Walking, | 


| . hile the muflins and gauzes cling round exch : 


Fair ſhe. 


That they look all like Venus 5 ' prong from the . 


ſea. 
oh che mountains, ac. 1 


Then ** ſweet i in the dog: as to take the freſh 


"A 


When to fave 20 expence the duſt powders. 


your hair, 


Thus pleaſures like ſnow: balls increaſe. as they : 


8 roll, 
5 And tire you to death; not 3 he bowl: 


5 With mirth and good- fellowſhip always uniting, - 
0 We agree, that 1s, when we TC not ſquabbling 200. 


fighting, 


| wid good toaſts and pint bumpers we bodder the : Fo, 


. 'head, 
5 Juſt to ſee who mb gracefully Naggers 1 to bed, 
8 Oh the mountains, { Kc. 


2 


= E n ä = 
UT HE 4 15  DEPOTED dew MARY to ther : 


A NEW SONG. 


Sung at Vauxhall 7 Mun. 


ä DarLer, 


” Ho- ihe muſes 1 ne er ſmile by the Vight of 8 


the ſun, 


1 Y et they vilit my cot when my labour: 1s s done; 5 
And while on my pillow of ſtraw I recline, _ 
A wreathof ſweet flow'rets they ſportively twine, e 
Ps But i in vain the fair damſels weave * for Gs, 


me 


j. For my heart i is devoted, dear Mary, to thee, = 


+ Full oft 1 Neben on my i as. 
But reflection and reaſon are ever too late: 
They tell me I ſigh for too beauteous a fair, ED 
And fill my fad wiſhes with doubts and deſpair, 
Then hope kindly ſmiling averts the decree, 
F or my heart is + Gevted, dear Mary, to thee, - 


| When the mri pipe and labor broclan the 


light dance, 


= With tranſports ] les my dns Mary advance, 5 
Then ſuch grace ſhe dilplays while ſhe trips mid 5 


the chrong, 


: That each Shepherd with raptures to her runes. 


his ſong, 


But by 1 none ſhe 8 belov'd w ih ſuch truth as by 


| f For my heart is dev oted, dear Mary, to thee. 


Dz3 " HAPPY 


HAPPY. JERRY. 
A FAVOUK ITE s Bg. 
Sung by 1. bivolx. 
In his Emenainment of the Wo, 585. 


Was the pride of all the thames, 5 
My name was Natty Jerry, 


„ The beſt of ſmarts and flaſhy Dames, 


l' ve carried in my wherry; 

| For then no mortal ſoul like me, 

So merrily did; jog it, : 

5 1 lov'd my wife and friend, d ye fee 

. And won the prize of Dogget : | 

| In coat and badge ſo neat and ipruce, 

„ xyow'ed all blythe and merry, 1 

: And all the Watermen did ule, 1 
Io call me happy jerry. | 


5 But times ſoon changed, I went to fea, 

My wife and friend betray'd me, 

And in my abſence treach'roully, 

S8ome pretty f:olicks play'd me; 

| Return'd, | uſed them like a man, 
But ſtill 'twas fo prov oking, 

4 could not joy my very can, 

Nor even fancy ſmoakingz 

In tarniſh'd badge and coat ſo queer, 

No longer blythe and merry, : 

Old friends now paſs me with a ſneer, . 
And call me dil:nal Jerry, 


. 00 


At ſea, as w with-: a 1 wountl, 
1 lay under the ſurgeons, 
| _ Two friends each help I wanted, found | 
In every emergence; -- 
5 soon after my ſweet friend and. wife, 
Into that meſs had brought me, 7 
: Theſe two kind friends who (d my life, 
In my misfortunes. Want K 
We' ve come, cried they, that once again, ON 
In coat and badge ſo merry, e 
i | Your kind old friends the watermen, 

N hail yu - happy Jerry... 


5 „ m Peggy, once your ſoul's delight, 

To whom you prov'd a rover, e 
Who ſince that time in man's attire, 77 
Hlave ſought you the world over; - 
5 ad I cried t'other, am that Jack, 
VMhen boys you uled ſo badly; 
That now the beſt friend to you back, 

Then prithee look not fadly, 

"ow words are beſt, I ſeiz'd their hands, 
. My grateful hogs grew merry, nn 
And now in love and a ang 8 bands, 5 8 
5 I'm once more nappy Jerry. : 


$0220040$00095903000p00000200000 
A FAVOURITE DRINKING | SONG. : 


| Sung at Vanxkall ty Ar. Durre, 


, LU Philoſophers prate about a 4 * _ 
And preach about maxims d d but for 
fools, | 


= F rom a briſk ſparkling bowl brighter ſentiments Sl 
flow, 


And I find myſelf wiſer the deeper Loans: We 


C41. 


We can teach then . n ex- 


plain, | 
What in theory on! ly t they never could gain; : 


Draw the cloud from their "os that 0 'erſhadows N 


their ſoul, 


Aud enlighten their heads with a be from my 5 


bowl. 


"ns 1V the Pedant ba loſti in his phantom purſuit, 


While x: rev vel in WI ne, and With e _ 


cruit, d 
Since the \ Wi vileſl can never r perfection attain, 5 


Vw wy, ould life THO lan ects and enjoyments | : 


Je not man then his time in ſuch per waſte ng 
Or refuge mingled ſweets with the bitter to talle, | 


Zut thus! Let him waft to Elyſium, his foul 


. an ocean of OR or—his vellel my! bowl. oo, 


* 


"Rela o 3 the cares cif hs world let me live, 


ainſt the rude lercam of life that] never may 


ſtrive, Y 
With a friend to partake, —_ a 5 to 1 


Oh what mortal more * hat man could 


| wiſh more! 
Dull, mechanical tots here oak — repine, 


That their hearts can ne er 9 with ſuch fecl- | 


ings as m ne, 


But ſac! 1 feelings, ſuch; joy s, receive birth 1 in my 


foul, 


When thus meliow'd; thus rear'd, and rehiv'd in 


AVAKE 


- my bowl, 


. 


- 


41 AXE a Y. 


E AIR. 
4 FAVOU RITE ; SONG, 


Sung at Paexhall by Mt lr. beser. 


c Jed & Mr, cares. | 


* AKE my. tals. fi cet Chloe awake, 
oY a Thy true love calls to thee; 7 1 
Tome lady, come thy bed forſake, 


And range the fields with me: 


Tor here | can't remain; 


555 Awake make no delay, | 


Come let us to the green wood rove, 
9 is jut the dawn or day; :. 5 

Ariſe 1 prithee my love, 

+ can no e ſtay, 


: The cock bas crow d. three times or more, 
And wakes the vil lage train; | 
Come lady, ope thy ander dons, 


_ Haſte Chloe, haſte, my charmer rife, 5 


The veil of night has left fe the Kies, | 
"© can no oo ys 


: The lark, my 3 op fled hls ben, 
And morn is growing late; _ 

Come lady, leave awhile thy reft, 

And tend me at the gate: SE 
Sweet Chloe come, thv promiſe keep, 

*: *Fis Love, our bridal gay... 5 
We've other things to mind t! lan fleep, 
I can no longer tay, 


7 40 1 


5 O NG. 


AAUTICAL PHILOSOP BY. 
Whitten and Sunz oy 15 * bis: bis. 
5 In his Kü of | the n 4375 1 


BE one of thoſe {ailo:'s who think tis no lie, 
That tor _ wherclore of wo there”; 8 a 
That by. fortune ng, whether a calm or 5 
5 ſqual! Ts 
5 Our 2 OV good or had are elle out © us 4 all, . 
That the ſtay and the braces of life will be "26008" p 15 
To be ſome of them rotten and ſome of them. 
Sod; 55 
That the 300d we ſhould cheriſh the bad never 
„ ſeck, : 5 ol 
For death aa too bon bring each anchor . 
Þ om Ko „ 


ke: a" ride on ths \ ard the copliſts FER let 80 5 
: And I com d 1:1 Kea a hot plump: among them * ” 
RS low, + 
Why 1 toteh'd at a hall iard and junp'd upon 
, ee 5 
And ſo broke my all: 0 OP IO braking my neck; 
| Juſt like your philo! ophers for all the! ja., 
VM go leſs chan ar e glacly catch at a a ſtraw. = 
©. = Thug'the Ty Ce. e 


5 Why | 


0 5 why no that there cruiſe that \ we « made of the = 


Lanks, 3 


5 w here 1 pepper d the foe and: got ſhot for ar ; 


thanks, 


Wha t- then; ſhe loon fuck. and * OY fed on - 


ſhore, 55 
And laid up to refit, 1 had 8 gull ore; 


At length live. and looking, IL rried the fal lo main 
g Ant 0 get more prize- money got ſhot at N 


Thus the og Ke. 5 | 


hen * FY as it comes abs the had w td the yood 8 


One man's ſpoon I made of wer, ar. other E of 1 


wood. 


V hat's poi! on for one man's 3 man's palm, 12 
Some are ſafe in a ftorm Tm d ſome loſt inacalm, —© 
Some are rolling in rich es, e . not worth a FS 


foule, 


| 70 427 we eat beef, 8 to- morrow lob s couſe. 


5 1 hus the good, . 


3 EN eee | 


The DE ATH of POOR Jack: 
. FAVOURITE BALLAD. 
Written by Mr. Jonx cross. 


And Sung by Mr. Movrpe, 


, p* 00R R Jack, whole gay heart kept his i ys 


| 
And ever gave oth its Full 3 : 


Who ſadneſs deſpis'd, nor to grieve was ſo loft, 
* hich made him the life of the crew Havin g 


1 0 1 


Having * 5 d the tempeſis of c ocean as fate, . 


Diſdaining all h. rdſhips and fear. 


5 Haſten d home to his Poll, v. uh his trüe— hearted 


"mate 5 


1 be laid up in : Pe 8 favg tier, : 


5 w ith a good ſtore of ſhiners his cheſt. was —_—_ 


ply'd, 
Fays he, wi r m on © he ok rack, 


5 « For "me 5 cherub, on w hom I've lo often re- | 


 Ty'd;; 


40 Has home: . fits and. ſound, brought Pocr 


1 2 1 Je 5 


f 70 ks 3 Poll he pref? a, the 80 Jad momert 


To wes fixt, 


NW hen tow "ds church he w vod take lewin 


. 124 there the good chaplain ſhould ſoon name 


the text, 0 
That would ſplice em \ together, you Las: 


To his mellmates, elated, he mention d the morn, 55 


And forecaſtle jokes went round, 


« As how, that they hop'd he'd not double Cape 


Horn, 5 
oe Or on jealouſy" s ſhoals run — 


1 85 « But ſung, at the helm, he'd all dangers defy, 


„Laugh at thoſe w ho'd his comforts attack, 
40 And the ſweet little cherub aloft would yy 
. ing . 9 ver Poor Jack, 


1 


66 


"hat 


” The rain beat aloud, an 


LEY 


5 That n! ig ut, w hich was nam'd by her failor the. 1 


laſt by 
Poll ſhould fleep 1 in her hammock Ho, ” 


25 He reſoly' d with his 1 in wy ould be 5 


paſt, 


And mirth in 1 bw 6 Hans: 


. troll d the blythe Stave, drank a heut to 5 1 


| his King, 
Cood liquor had cheriſh'd his 1 


” When a ſeaman a ſignal from beauty ad bring = ” 


Which call'd him away to his Poll; 


. Ayalt friend, adieu! for a moment we part; 5 


poll commands me, about 1 muſt tack; 


| 6 For ſhe's the Iweet cherub that — 85 in the 2 


heart, 


- « « Of your. friend a and companion Poor Tack. 2 5 


But ſcarce from the cabin of friendſhi 1 is flew | 


Ere the {ky form'd al pro fo drea 
And thunder roll 2 over his head; 


For his meſſmates at ſea, how his boſom did ſwell, 5 8 


He ſigh d more than once tor their fate ; 


Blue lightning flaſh” d round * the kind \ vic - 


ha fell. -- ---. 
His ſoul fled to death's Re retreat. | 


The cherub, who ever'to virtue 1s near, 


| Bore it 8 through a clear lucid track, 


Vet gaz'd on his duſt and dropt a ſalt tear, 


19 3 his 0 Poll, of Poor Jack. 


1 | Tas 


the winds kercely blex, is 


Mt 50 5 
This LIFE Ty LIKE a TROUBLED $2.4, 
A rav OURITE. SONG. 


| Compoſed | 5 1. Dinos. 85 


rr ins Ute is like a troubled "Ty | 


Where helm a weather or a lea; 


es The ſhip will neither ſtay nor wear, gn 


But drive es s of eV 17 rock 1 in ſear. 


- Al ſcamanſhip in vain we try, 


We cannot keep her ſteadily; 


1 But juſt as fortune's wind may blow, ; 
| 6 Ian V efte]' f toll; cated to and fro. 


x Yet come, PRE love on board: 


Our hearts, ww 'ith pleaſure TY d; 


: No ſtorm can overwhelm, 


Still blows in vain the hurricane, while: he 1s T 
5 the helm. | 


eee tees eee 


THE BANKS or TWEED, 


Sung by Mie Le. ary, al Vauxhall, 


5 Jr when the blooming 7 FOR ſpring, 


Proclaim'd the near approach of May; 


2 W hen in the grove the blackbirds ſing, 


Their cheertul a notes on CV Ty (pray, 


' Young 


ne is 


L 755 ] 5 


You mg Sandy: Caight the rural green, 
The ruſtic dance, the tuneful reed; 

An; | Jenny's charms fir{t caught his PTD 
Upon the verdint banks of Tweed, 


| She was ſae fair ſae blvthe a laſs, 


She danc'd and mov'd like any queen; ; 


Her imiles wou'd May-day morn furpals, 
Ang laughing love was in her cen, 
From roſy » morn to night he'd rove, 


And to ſaft ſtrains he tun'd his reed: 


Hs lung of bonny Jane and love, 
: Upon the ver: dant banks of T weed. 


The god of love was RN ady? 85 friend, 5 


And look'd wi' gentle pity down, | _ 


5 »* pointed dart did quickly ſend, 


And made the bonnv laſs his own. 1 D 


= More fair and dear ſince marriage vow, 


To her and love he tunes his reed; 


In ſwect delights they revel now, 15 | 


Upon the cerdant banks of Tweed, 


„ dees h 
024d. 


MAKE "AN END ON L 


Sung by Mifs Mitxs at Vauxhall. 
or long before the cloſe of day, 1 


When weary Sol was Waning z : 


3 Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae, 
Yaung Sandy lat complaining 

; Oh what a gowk was I to love, 
sS8aee mickle time to ſpend on „ 

| Since | Meg, will neither kinder prove, 


roung 


Nor Frankly make an end ont. 


? 


since Meg began: to Cc ww nd Ayte, 85 


And torture me with ſcorning; 5 


I joylels gang to bed at night 


And! riſe with grie i At morning. 


1 But let! Her llout and [light, my ove I . | | 


For troth ſhe may depend on't: 


. 17 ſhe's unk ind I'll fcornful prove, ; 


And. 10 will make an end on t. 


= Nov beat ce ba f andy utter'd his . e 


Ere Vieg appear d, whoſe beauty 


— Pourtiay'd the ſcenes of future bats. 


And brought him to his duty. 


5 Oh take my heart dear Meg ſaid Be, 


Indecd you may depend on't; 


% Then. led her to the Kirk with Ho. : 


And cheie 9 made an end on t. Y 


FI er ee A RA 


LOVE, CONSTANCY and TRUTH, 


Sung al, auxhall, 55 A Mr. Vortr. 


7ERE Na ancy hw a JD maid, 
And 1 her only ſwain; 


| We 4 tend our flocks on flow ry y mead, | 


And on the verdant plain. 


In Nancy ev 'ry joy combine, 
With grace and blooming n 
to her with lucrd brightneſs ſhine, | 
3 Taue conftancy ard tru . 


When 


Vhen 


+ 55 _ 
w hen Pheebus bright 7 in the. We Elk. 
And flocks are pent in fold; 

| | Beneath a fav'rite tree weill reſt,” 


Ing Joys not to be told. _ 
Inu ONE ed pa Ke. 75 


. Let he fancy courtly joy , ; 


 F'd hive in rural peace; 


w hile wedded love that never hos „ 


Shou d crown our days in peace. 5 
- In Nancy ev A Ae. 


| II0908100$0004003940900000008 ” 


SHE Is MISTAKEN, 
8 Suns by Ars. Ai at Vauxhall 


1 ORD, what a fuſs my mother made, 
4 When Colin came this way, 


| | Becauſe he caught me in his arms; 


And kiſs'd me t'other day. 


; She ſcolded me both day an 4 n git, 


And was in {uch a taking; we; 


But if ſhe thinks I'll not have him, 5 


Im ſure ſhe 1 is miſtaken. x 


5 1 ola her Colin lov'd me . 


And meant not to deceive me; 


And laid that from my preſent need, 8 


He quickly would relieve me. 


But mother ſaid he was a Wag, 


Who let my heart a aching; 


And if I thought he'd marry me, 


1 e. Was ING 


"£q hs 


1 


| 1 17 58 tx as falſe, ba thought was beſt, 
* 10 feign that J belie v « her; - 

And ſo by playing cunningly, 85 

5 Compleatly have deceiv'd her. 

And we've agreed to morrow-morn, | 

_ Before ſhe thinks of waking, 

VI. To tie the knot that ſoon will ſhew, 

How much he”; is miſtaken. 5 


8 CEO r — 5 


H E D 5 0 * D A L E. 
Suns by Ms. Dang, at | Vauxhall 
\ACH Sh 3 re olete with wit, 


5 In equal numbers ſhine; _ 
- And {moothly flows ſome fancied r name, 


- To grace his poliſh'd lines. 
He calls the mules to his aid, 


In verſe he tells his am'rous ks 3 
Be thou my mule, thou much fov'd FORT TY 
The faireſt flow rot tledfor Dale. e 


Ie feel the warm the pleaſing fre, : 


Within my boſom roll; 

And pureſt love and chaſte defire, | 
Steal ſoftly on my ſoul. 

I vain 1 wou'd the flame conceal ; 
And hide thoſe cares my heart * 


> - My talk and looks and fighs 3 


5 I love the flow'r of Hedlos "ts a 


What : 


* 


What 


1 My heart came e lutt ring to my tongue, 
As thus my Willy's praiſe I ſung; _ 
But never ſure was ſimple maid, 

By her own folly thus betray'd. 
For turning round I ſaw the 8 5 


5 Stand flyly VI Kg to the ſtrain, = 


1 3 1 


fs What that: a nymph 00 fair, 

: With winning ſhape and face; _ 
Should be devoted to lome clown, 
Or ruſtics-rade embrace. -- 
That form demands a better fate, 5 
Sweet hope, perhaps I can N 

I'll try before it is too late, 
10 cull the flow'r of Hedlor Dale. 


200400$00405$640083 $99 03303605% 


WILLY or THe DALE. 


ung by , Mite, at Vauxhall 


1 -HEN foring e W around, 


In gay'ſt liv'ry deck the ground; 


J]uſt when the fragrant breath of morn, _ 
lad ſhook the dew-drops from. the thorn, 
„ yonder mead my flock I led, 
And gayly caroll'd as they fed; 
Ol all the ſwains, who trip the green, . 
Dr pipe in yonder vale, 5 
None look ſo neat or pipe fo ſweet, | 
SY.” Willy of the Dale. 


4 Willy of the Dale, 1 
As Will of the Date,” . 


None took fo neat or > pipe / fort, 4. 


5 E 

5 My check = yd, my hand he proſt, 
And told ſo {weet a tale; | 
Devoich of art, I gave my heart, 


Eo To Willy of the Bale. | 
To 15 my of the Dale, Sc | 


. Next r morn "ki ſearch? d hs gel Ids and bowers, 
To cull for me the ſweetelt flowers; 
Then cried, theſe flow'rs my charming Hair, 
The ee of thy beauties are, 


Let Hymen join us then dear maid, . 
He fore thoſe tranſient beauties fade; 3 . 


In ſuch a gentle voice he woo d, 
Ho could he but prevail, 5 
I vow'd thro' life, to be the wife 5 


5 5 Of Willy of the 2 


64 Willy of the Date, Tc 
ABA A oc 
"'F 1 Cc: K 1. E B L I S 8. 


Mt Faro EITE *ο D. 


Sung by Mrs. AnÞ150x, at Vauxhab. 


PICKLE bliſs, fantalic treaſure, - 
Love, how ſoon thy joys are paſt; 
Since we ſoon mult lole the pleaſure, 
Oh! twere better! ne er to taſte, e 


5 Cruel N that pain f als me, x 
Ahl! no more my reſt deſtroy; _ | 
: "Shaw me ſtill if you wou'd eaſe me, 
Love E "ny. but not its joy. 


Cods! 


— Oo 


1 
! 


- _—_— 


T# 1 


Gods! what Kind yet cruel power, 
Force my will to rack my mind; 
Ah! too long we wait for flowers, 
e too foon to  Tage delign'd, 


The 3 approve red 
1 I R 8, 
3 THE | 


COTTAGE MAID. 
” MUSICAL. PIECE, 


- 1 4s ven a the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden , 


With Des ET e 1 9 5 


Sung iy A I. Ixcuz>0x. 


IHE lark's been up an . or r more, 
The hair-bells drop their MOREY dew; ; 


1 liſt! thy lover's at the door, 


And . my deareſt girl, "or: POWs” = 


miſs Bano HURST, | 


; | How foon th i voice malt Lydia bows.” — 8 


To me more welcome than the ſun; 


| For till the ſaund ſalute mine ear, _ 


The 4 to me is not l 5 e 


1 
Boru. 

We mult be zone! oh haſte. my FEY 4 
The mountain's miſt will break away, | e 


: And not a friendly grove is near, „ 
Lo ſcreen you fro: m the ſcorching g Gaye | 


eee 
Sig by A 5 Pro. vp: 1URST, „ 


5 IKE hes hs drops of Fg morning 

| L To the lowlieſt flow' r that blow: 
| Or the Orient light, adorning, DEW Eh 
Thro their gems, the drooping robe 


: So, * 1 a by our r diftreſſes, : 

N akely kindly takes a Part; 
| Every word a balm poſſeſſes 
. Ev wy loo revives! 1 heart. . „„ Lear 


eee 
TY 1 


"Sung by Mr. IxcLEDON, ” 


71TH warm :Hofion in my heart, 

N I will not brook a tyrant's claim 3 
5 0h! ! could bear with thee to part, 

1 carnot live to Eno" * thy ſhame, 


Oh. 


1 59. 3: 
Oh, by that tent falling tear, „ 
A great rev enge my ſoul will prove; ; 


By every ſigh that ſpeaks thy fear, 
rd 1 * 1 ay love. , 


Sung | oy M. Baxxr sT ER. 


1 T HE Britiſh ln? 8 monly breaft, 


_ If all mankind the friend profeſs' d, 
8 But of his coun try's dead! * foe. _ 


- Rouz 'd at the word, 
He ſprings on een 


5 Enough to have her dinge known ; 8 


ES glory fir'd, 
Like one inſpir” d. „ 
lie makes the an cauſe | his own. | 


w ide ; as her {w ing aus appear, 


Her might is felt, is known her fame; 5 . | 


; And diſtant foes at once revere 
And tremble at her ſeaman's name. 
_ Rouzd at the ck Kc. 


Can never with baſe paſſion gow; J 


1 * : 


[61 
AIR 


Sanz by Mr. Movpax. ; 


\DDZOOKERS! to night, at the cloſe of 
| the fair, | 


Haw the girls, full of glee, will come titt "ring | | 5 


along; 


15 Ah, Robin, by i w ill farely be there, 


Have his ſhare of the Joke, a and wy loud | in the : 
long. *** : „ 


Ha "PT Ver” kaf Fiess to go, 5 | 
Such ſqueaking then, good 62 a- daily: RR 


Smiling, jcking, * Set ticklir ng, | 3 


giggling fo! 

Over ſtile; 
„„ Rav a mile; - | | | 
2 How the ſmuggling dogs will | ſqueeze ' em, | 
9 5 Io confels, . | | 
More or leſs, 


Z ON Zounds Pll wy: if I Tean't pleaſe em. 


More a to I than the bode of PL. 
In their holiday trim are the wenches all clad: 
| For at eve they be alway s ſo friſky and gay, 
1 * one among 'em, I always am mad. 


Hs, hay by, 2 ha! Thangt o ge, IN 5 | 


ü aR . 


ALR 


Fung by Mr. Mono. | 


17 5 W 11 EN 1 return wah courage bold, 


lord! how the volks will {tare ! 


0 And all my pockets lin'd wit h gold, 
For blue- -ey'd Bet ſo fair. | 
1. I doff my frock for jacket blue, 
And trowſers all ſo white; 5 


And Bet ſhall own my love is true, 5 


When tis for her 1 _ Os 


No more the . ſhall j jeer : me 22 
And call me ſheepiſh lout; 
1 When tight as any 1 ſhall grows 
And with a heart as ſtout, 


. . doff my F frock, ae = 5 


ALA 


Sung 5 Mi. Broapnunsr. 


ATURE always i is enchanting, 


Summer g or Winter drear; 


: Nought to aid her charms is w anting, 
When my ſoul's delight is near. 


Spring” s fair hope, and Autumn” 8 treaſure, | 


In their turns enrapture me; 

| Neither can afford me pleaſure, 

Abſent deareſt youth, - from thee, 0 
e 3 | 


Charms 


T6 ] 


. Charms I view in ev'ry flow? ry : 


Muſic hear in ev'ry grove ; = 
| Pleas'd with ſun-ſhine or with ſhow' r, 
When I can behold my love. 


8 Flow. rs without thee, round me cluſter, 


Muſic ſoothes the grove in vain; 


5 TW on bleſt {un-beams loſe their luſtre, 


Fleaſure 8 Lei is as be d to Os 


———— C 
. — 


59 


1 1 . 


Sg 5 Mr, BANNISTER. : 


Foun AR EWEL, my e hs ancher' 5 weigh = | 


I can no longer ſtay! 
5 But who ſhall guard my deareſt maid, 
When | am far away? 

: When cold and dark the angry 1 main 
Shall rock the crew to ſleep; z 
. And I the lonely {tation gain, 
| 55 he midnight watch to keep. 


. Thy 8 hem. in that erear bon, 
Shall ſoften my diſtreſs: = 


. And memory's all ſoothing pow'r 


Shall make the hardſhip leſs. 
= Then dry thy tears, tis all in vain, 
Dio not thy health etre; 


2 Nor weep till, when we meet again, 


"FRF i tears 5 ſhall flow for } y. | 


AIR 


"0 
70 


„ 


4 


Sung by Mr. Ixerebox. 


Fo ** * EE r breathes the woodbine round thy hal- 


low'd dwelling, 


* Freſh blooms the role, thy virgin bluſh reveal- 


5 ing 


Spring o'er thy mow "29 hve ware broezes, 5 
| Soft as the {izhs thy gentle heart IE, e 


Lov 'ely Lydia, os 
Ny mph of che mountain | 5 


The matin n lark to 1 thy VL linbers. = 


From thy bleſt bower pours her liquid numbers > 


Pleas'd Philomel at eve with equal duty, 


| Chaunts i in the ſolitude that ſhades mY beauty, 5 


Lovely Lydia, 
FR of the mountain! | 


5 but hs 8 angel, ev ery joy oolefling, 


Can give to each delight it's only bleſſing: 
E'en now he fs ths—oa, heed the {oft 8 


"Sweet is enchantm. nt, where there's no delu- fs 


fon: ; 
Lake india, TT 
_ Nymph of the mountain! . 


—— 


1% 
Sung by i Bao DοννB, r. 


em, you ſee a cottage girl, 
Having all her wares to ſell, 7 
"With all chat“ 5 choice and 1 charming, 5 


* 
0 . _- ö 9 5 
— ” _— - = PO E - an * 4 - 


— «4 
= 


+- 64 3 3 


* es, owt; 2 cee laſs 
Blameleſs, blythe, and gay; 
Trippin lightly o'er the | naming 
„At ann He, - e | 0 
2M ul nothing Luit | you. Pray ly 


: Pray 1 now il hinlove I go, 
5 Something here you like, I know, 
= In go as low as may „ 
| am, indeed, 2 x cottage 100 $, Ae. 


Fivar CHORUS. . 


* \OME, . choicefl 3 5 
Sa W ith love, the ſoul of pokes, 9 
O Happy beyond meaſure | 

Ne We ll "Pp with __ glee, | 


Alifs Boa ADH U R or. : and Mr. IxCLeDas, 


| What landline ſo great, 
Baut muſt envy our ſtate, 
os For of nature's belt gifts we have got a full fare; | 
Then we'll dance free and gay, | | 
And be thankful to-day, 
th Since to-morrow may bring us it's care, 
22 Come Ys choiceſt | treaſure, Kc. 0 


[%1 


Mr. BANNISTER. 


"La O hats to ks "Prax 
Where each jovial fout | | | 
: Shall make the whole country wak loyalty ring 3 „ 
5 And each heart of oak ; 
1 Shall his courage provoke, 
5 With bumpers to God ſave the King. 
Come e choiceſt treaſure, ac. — 


Mr. Monbzx. % 


+= bo 


Let che Hikes and the ſong, 
= Your good humour prolong, 
For the damſels you know mult have ſomething 
| „ | 
1 Who Cer knew delight? 
Ban. Who ever could fight? b 
Till ny toy'd with the 8 that was true. 
5 Come beauty, choiceſt treaſure, Kc. 


| $964699400994444922450200040000 = 
COTCHELIN, | 


Sat all alone. 
| Sung by Mr Drzvus, | g 


NOTCHELIN ſat all alone, | 
Fot a ſoul beſide her, 
| While from Taddy, who was gone, 
Deen, did divide 7 5 
3 


P : 
— — — — _ — 4 —_ 
— a * 2 5 _ — 


Te 1. 


; Hie pipes, which ſhe'd deen uſed to hea, 


Careleſs left behind him, 


She thought ſhe'd try, her woes to c cheers 


| "Til once _ ſhe'd find him. 


Twill not do, you loodle loo, 
 Arrah now be aeſy, | 


Tad was born with grief to make, 


- Cotehelin x run rin be fs 


I She tckes them up, "ſl lays them down, 


And now her boſom's panting. 


= And now ſhe'd figh, and now ſhe'd frown, | 


| Caze N ? dere O loathing WAG 


And now ſhe Ss the pipes again, TE 


Ihe pipes of her dear Taddy, | 


And makes them tune his fav ourite Alain, 


Arrah be acl y Paddy. 5 
; Ah twill not do, Kc, 


| | Taddy FE behind 4 ; bulk,” 


Where he'd! long been lilening, 
8 Ss like lichining forth did Fulds - 
His ey es W with ann glikening. 


Soatching" up the pipes, his Slay q, 
Pouring out his pleaſure, 
While half delighted, half afraid, 

Pat che time did meaſure, 


Ah well will "OY this loodle 100, 5 


Arrah now be aely, _ 
Tad was born with joy to make, 
_ Cote): 125 run . 


E 
8 21 N 8. ; 


W HILST in thoſe eyes of mildeſt light, 
, A ſadneſs ſweet and ſtrange I lee, 


I ſometimes think, when I'm depreſs d, 


They look with kindnels Upon me. 


| Ah ſweet Elias doſt thaw ove. ” 
Tor much of grief thou ſure haſt known) | 
Io mark on Care's dejected brow, 


2 r he trace Fn ſorrow like thy o on 5 1 


V es, yes my love—by hopes 3 de 8 


I ſwear (and Heav'n my witnels be) 
I, his heart, that wants a friend itlelf, 
185 Should bleed to purchaſe F for mee. : 


| $900$04030$03$5005500000195 190550 : 
PATKICK. GROW. 


A: FAVOURITE og. 
of Mr. biss“ 5 


JATRICK O'ROW, is my name, 

My calling's the trade of a boxer, 

I'm a dev'l of a fellow for fame, 

-F by I'm bottom like any game cock, sir. 

. Oh I tips em ſo tight, 

: Left and right, 

And to blind 'em ſo well Lknow how, 

To tbe ſ pine of the back Iam blood, 

13 Ah honey 'twould do your heart good, 

To be lachered by Patrick a 
os 4 preſently 


1 
I preſently knocks down my men, 
Jour ſervant lays I, pray call again, 
Then !] cloſe up their peepers, and then, 
wiſh you good night, Mr, Gallaghan, - 
2... We're alive Maſter Slack, 
On his back, 

T4 lay him as flat as he's now. 
5 'Tis my waſhing, my lodging, my food, 
Ah . 'twould do your heart good, 

: To be athered by Patrick O' Row. N 


There" $ inte, 5 George, 8 Big Ben, | 


I Three bruiſers who well can rally you, 


Iho' they thumped the three Birmingham men 1 5 8 
7 Says J. I, my lads, little I value you, 
Mendoza and Ward, 

Can ftrike hard, | 
And to ſtop and put in w ell know how, 
No they're every taef of them blood, 
pet honey 'twould do thern all good, 

1 BY be lathered by Patrick O' Row. 


o ; 
2 I ; : 25 


With a . of fellows like theſe, 5 

Britannia what glory I'd bring her to, | 

Let the Spaniards come on when they pleaſe, 

Devil burn me, we'll teach them a * two, 
Wi.id a phalanx of hits, - 

Gur Rs, -: | 

0 neatly we'd bodder their glow : 

We'd preſently try if they're blood, 


” . honey, twould do their heart good, 


. BO be ers by ane 0 Row. . 


'# P 
F 
! 


ne · 


Come all ye tight lads whe would earn, 


T rue fame, in a pollee gather ye, 


How our country you'd ſerve, would you learn 


uy Do juſt but come here till I lather you, 


Oh! I'll make you ſo "right, 
Left and right, _ 
And each knock me down argument know, 


Come here then and try if vour blood, 
| Devil burn me 'twould do your hearts good, 


To be lathered * Patrick O Row. 8 


| Rr AR AAR 


SOUND ARGUMENT. 
Or, well all be unhappy Together. 


| Gang * Ar, Dor. . 


10 hs Entertainment of the Wage. 5 


E pi 1 ads up of frail clay, penn, 
ala s are the children of forrow : 


And though briſk and merry to-day, 


We all may be wretched to-morrow... 


| For ſunſhine's ſucceded by rain, 


Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 8 


Leſt pleaſure ſhould only bring pain, 


Let us all be N 5 


1 grant the beſt bleſſing we know, : 


Is a friend, for true friendſhip's 2 treaſure, 


And yet, leſt the friend prove a foe, 


Oh tale not the dangerous pleaſure: a 


2X 70 IT - 
5 Thus friendſhip's 2 a air, 5 
Thus riches and health are a bubble, 


Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
| " any thing pleaſing but trouble, 5 


5 If; a monal would zoint out that life, 


That on earth would be neaieſt to heaven, 
: | et him, thanking his ſtars, chuſe a wife 
10 whom truth and honour are given: 
But honour and truth are ſo rare, | 
And horns, when they're cutting 0 dase, 


= That with all my reſpect to the fair 


1. d advil le him to gh! and live ſingle. | 


1 1 fer from: theſe pints plain, 
at wiſdom is nothing but folly, 
Tha pleaſures a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true melancholy. 
| That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, _ 
That 'tis fine friſk and ſun to be griev ing, N 


Ben And that, ſince we muſt all of us die, 


W. ſhould taſte no enjoy ment while livi ing. 
1 eee eee eee 
SLY OLD HODGE. 


Sung 2 Ar, 1 Divo, 
Cogr was old Hodge's O wit . 


| For virtue none was ever ſuch, 
| She led ſo pure, ſo chaſte a life, 
Hodge ſaid 'twas vartue over much; 5 | 
For ſays ſly old Hodge, ſays he, 
Great 40 do the 75 8 Ce 
ma 5 


T1. 


Curtis faid, ibn men were ade. | 


She'd {cratch their eyes out, tear their hair, | 
Cry'd Hodge, I b'lieve thou'rt wond'rous good, 
lower er, let us 1 ſ wear. 


For fays, 9 | 


4 One night ſhe dreamt a drunken ſool, 


Be rude with her in ſpite would Fain: - 


. She makes no more, but with joint {tool, 


Falls on her huſband might and main. 


Salo, Se. 


gy By chat time che had broke his noſe, = 


Hodge made a ſhift to wake his wife: 5 | 


1 Dear Hodge, ſays ſhe, judge by thoſe blows | 
| 4 prize my vartue as > my Be. 


Sell wy Ge. 


; E dreamt a ales man on me fell, 


However, I his project — 


. Dear wife, cried Hodge, 'tis mighty well, 


But next time don” t hit Fog ſo hard, 


or ſays, Sc. 


5 At bak of day Hodge croſs 4 a ſtile, 


18 And ſaw, and curſt his ſtars the w 


Near to a field of new-mown gar 
ile, 


Curtis and Numps at am'rous play. 
= Was nt Il right, ſays Hodge, ſays he, 
0 real talkers 2 the af 4 * fee. 


SOLDIER © 


SOLDIER DICK, 
| Sung by Mr. Din D tx. 
- 10 his En tertainment of the Ul . 
8 v uv. don't vou hu own me by: my ſcars, 
Um Soldier Dick come from the wars, 


Where many a pate without a hat. e 
| Croud honour” s bed, but. w hat of chat. | bei 


. Beat PHE play bifes.. "tis glory calls, 

What N who ands or fall, 
Jord, what ſhould one be lorry for, 
Life's but the fortune of the. wart =. 

Ihen rich or poor, or well or lick, 


Stil ub ang ling Hall Joey Dick. (Bis. 


1 uſed to look two wavs at once, 
A bullet hit me on the ſconce; = : | 
And dowſh'd my eye, d'ye think I d wince, 


OLIVE V Ms. Lord, I've never (quinted lince, 2 (Bis. 


Beat drums, &c. 


55 Some diſtant keep from war's alarms, 
For fear of wooden legs and arms; 
While others die ſafe in their beds, 
Zn ho all their lives had wooden heads, (Bis. 
5 Beat drums, &c, | 


„ Thus gout, or fever, ſw ord, or = thee: | 
Or lomething ſends us all to pot, 
That we're to die, then do not grieve, | NETS, 
But let's be merry while we live, _ - (Big 
Beat drums, Lc. | 3 
FIGS, 


„„ 
Ga I C S. 
Oct ie Inundation. 


ung Us Mr. Disolx. 


5 Gbr people ace to my lay, 
1 I fing of a great nundation,. 
5 That had like to have carried away 
8 All the wigs and long robes in the nation: 
e eb. thinking of no harm at all, ; 
But a few wretched people $ anda ng: 
Father 1 bras: s, enter'd Weſtminſter— ball. 5 
IThreat' ning all law and juſtice with ruin. | 
Mit let not their terrors theſe lawyers confound, 
| The old proverb. decrees they can never be 
1. VVV“ drown'd. e 


Of the 1 univer Ait [pread, 
Conceptio:! can ne er ef: rm a notion; 
„„ ii 4 aprig ht on. each hea d. © 
11S. And countecilors {tood without motion. 
The tide that for no man will ſtay, 
While the clamour gew louder and: louder, 
From every tie-wig. waſh'd away | | 
Common ſenſe with the curls and the po: FA 
But why, thus ſhould water thele lawye ers con- 


is. e found, | | 
WW hen the proverb decrees they can never be hy 
! ES aro \wn' d. e | 


| Cries « ore, they'y re fon: 2 out in thats tt icks, 
No . they put ſuch deſpair on, 


Tg | They fancy the Thames is the Styx 
| And each old crazy waterman Chen 
F 0 Ih, "That 


"TH 1 


That hes an, Th before Minas be 3 
= Where nought avails twitting and turning 
And where they'll, in his caſe, be taught 8 
I hat drowning's an alias for burning. | 
* et at no rate ſhould water ſtaunch lawyers 
- _ confound, _ 


ms may burn to be fure, but they cannot be 
- drov n- d. 


Gs. Ad now by the current preſs'd hard; 

Fach ſcrambles to enter ſome boat in:; 

While (catter'd all o'er Pzlace-yard,, 

| Wigs, briefs, and long robes are {een floating, 

In this chaos of juſtice thieves, clerks, _ | 
Jews, counſel, the boats are all trimming; _ 

While a ſailor cries, *damme theſe ſharks, 

& Are your fineſt of fiſhes for {wi imwing. Y 


Then why ſhou'd their terrors theſe law vers con- 
found „ 


3 When whatever awaits them they. cannot ke 


_ drow n 'd. 


At lomrk ſafe arriv os from the form, 
Without fate or fortune once thanking, 
T hey {ſv ore that the city, next term F 
They'd indite for the Thames not nen, FE: 
That the wind that blew nobody good | 
Was an ill one, thus parted theſe brothers. 
And, themlelves ſcarce eſcaped from the flood 
VM ent home to Erew miſchief for others: 
And furniſh a lay gh for the public ell round, 
"TDi ſuch fools ſhould fear water who cannot be 
5 drown'd. : 


TAFEY | 


ey -- 


ng, . 


ood 


ry 


hs wg 
TAFFY and DDr 


| Sung by Mr. Disprx. 


| BERGAVN EY i is fine, Aberiſt with alſo; 
VP _ the laſſes it Is fine when to mai ket thiy 


| The birt: 1 che pretty finches ling fine in the 1 


grave, 


at the fineſt bird of all, is that little rogue Laff, 


Nj m2 I pray you Now, luff me at your ! life. 


And { afy and nds Jhal frm b man and 8 


The . are high, "nd ths fullies are low, = 
1 And from Radnor to Glamorgs 1's a you: fay to | 


; 


But I'd co, and Ia. run, and Ia ay, and Id. 


rxove, 


5 If 0 hen came there, 1 ho; Id neet wit? my luT. 


Lf ms Se. 


| Fail. and labour | is hard, and the the ne oO very long, 


From the lark's s pretty chart to the ni. ;hringale's 
Jong, 


But I'd toll and Pd labour throughoat the ; whole 5 


year, 


15 And think it a Gay, were 1 bleſt w itn t my dear. 


5 Ld 10 1 EET 


8 „ 


u COTTAGEN's DAUGHTER. 
A FALOURITE SONG. 


7 at Haus 885 oy. Me. Dorev. ; 


E tell me ye © To -ains have you ſeen my Pal. | 
tora, | 


: 0 ſay, have > you met the ſweet nymph 3 in _ your. 5 


w a\ | 
| Tranſcendar nt as * enus and abe as 8 
From Neptune's bed rifing to hail the new dav, . 
Forlorn do 1 wander and long time have fought : 
her, = | | 
” Ihe Falten the rareſt for ever my 1 a 
A goddeſs in form, tho' à cottager's daughter. N 
That dwells on the borders of. Aln's wind ng 
: stream. e e 


Tho! lordlings ! fo gay, and young {quires have 
: ſought her, | 
E link her fair aimed? in the conguoal chain ; 
Dexoid of ambition the cottager 5 daughter, | 
. Convinced them, their Hattery and oflers wers 
J , | Fo ae 

When firſt 1 beheld ks, 1 fondly beſourhe per 'E 

My. heart did her homage, and love Was * 


5 theme. 5 
Sue vow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottager 'sdaughs ” 
ter, | | 
That dwells: on the borders of Ala's winding 
Are air!, | 


Then 


'af- 25 


3 . Then why thus alone does he leave n me to kan. | 
Paſtora to len rs cou'd ne'er vield her hand ; 
Ah no, ſhe returns to remove my fond nr 
Ober her heart, love and truth retain the com- 


1 The wealth of Golconda could never have bought 


” For love, truth . conſtancy ntl i 15 ber theme, 
+ Then e me kind Hen ms cottager” $ 8 8 


7 That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding | ” 


8 


1 ® 8 crols the held the other morn, 
| The ſquire wich his dog and gun, 
Whither ſo faſt ſweet mail he ery'd . 


Pray itop a vhile dear Sir, laid I; ; 


| Ve Ou alt not g0 2 as yet, cried he, 


"x. 77 = 


guiſh 2. 


mand. 


her, 


ter, 


e ” „ 


Th M 7 3 HASTE, 
*  FAVOURIT E SONG. 


| Sing Dy % Leser, at Pauxhall, 


1 trip 'd ſo blithe and gav; 
By chance came by that way. 
And causht me round the ailt: 


1 can't, for I in haſte, | 


For I have much to ſay ; j 


Come fit you down and let us chat, : 


_ Vpon this new-mown hay. 3 
5 G 3 I've 


* 1 


; I've oy: 4 vou long kd oft 3 wiſh d, 
Thoſe ruby lips to taſte, 
ö n have a kils, well then ſaid ; 


Be quack, for | I'm 1 in haſte. 


Juſt as + ſpoke, ” Cow young Hodge, 
Come thro' a neigh'bring gate: 
lle caught my hand, and cried dear girl, 
ME fear I've made you wait. 
But here's the ring, come lets to church, 
Ihe joys of love to tate, VV 
| I left the {quire, and laughing cried, 
| You ſec Sir, Pm in halte. 8 


8 e ere er ener eee. | 
WHILE mon THE FOAMING SURGES RISE. 
A F. \VOURITE SE. A SON. 


dung by At D AR LEY, at kausal. 


1 HII. E high the basis ſurges ne, 
=o And pointed rocks appear, 
2 oud hands rattle in the ikies, 

| Yet ſailors muſt not fear, So 

In ſtorms in wind, 

Their duty mind; 

- Aloft; below, © - =; 

| They cheerful g0; 

To reef or ſtœer, as tis defign'd,” 


Do fears or dangers, | tills the mind, 


The 


wy - ED nan at 


[ro 1 


The ſignal frin the lis? is made, 
Ihe haughty foes in light; : 
Ihe bloody flag aloft diſplays ed, 
And fierce the dreadful fi, glit. 


Each minds his gun, 
No dangers ſhun : 
' Aloft below, 


They cheerful go; 


1 Though thunders roar yet © Qi i we e find, 
> No fears alarms the ſailor 'S mind. 


The Rorm 18 huſh” 4 the battle”; 3 0 er, f 


The ſky is clear again; 


We tols the can to thoſe on 8 | 


0 hile we are on the main. 


To Poll and Sue 

Sincere and true, 
The grog goes round _ 

With pleaſure crown'd. 


In war or peace, alike you'll and, 
That honour fills a ſailor $ mind. 


EIN 5 


D IE 4 N 0 7 D MA 1 D. 
. FAVOU KITE SONG. 
| Gin by Mrs. Aon, at Vauxhall 


THEN 1 liv'd wick my granam on yon little 
green, 


As good an old woman as ever Was Ts j 


She oft read me lectures of prudence and care, 


Bey And bade u me 95 all tangy, of men to e _ 


Said 


8 80 15 


Said he they wil kein, wad lie ad deceive” ? 


And you re loſt my dear Role, if you dare to be- 10s 


lieve: 


| ” thought it was "REEL it des. was 8 : 
; It wou d be wy hard: fortune to > die an old maid, : 


1 met with: voung Colin one night i in + the groves | 
He talk'd of the joys and the pleaiures of love? 


But my grandmother's lectures ſo ran in my head, Ts 


I cou'd not attend to a word that he ſaid. 


Thought I, what a fuls the old women all ks. . 


I think in my heart they mult make a miſtake : 
For ifev'ry young girl of the men were afraid, 


Vw hy my 8 herſelf wan have been an 


old maid, 


, The next time young Colin lg courtſhip: renew * 


I candidly own'd that my heart was ſubdued; 


He ſwore that he lov'd me as dear as his life, 


And if I'd conſent, he'd make me his wife. 


i Then beg'd the mou morn l'd his wiſhes fulfil, 


| Says I, een let grandmoter ſcold as ſhe will; 
Of fo gentle a {wain | ſhall ne'er be afraid, 
5 Anil. its better! to Ty than die an old aid. 


oo 
— — 


OS. 


in 


; . "67 


HE ROSE WI TH SWEET FRACRANCE DELIGHTS, : 


A FAVOUR ITE SONG. 
| Gun, — 1 vice, at Daun ill. 


HE roſs wi | ſrazance ages | 
And ſweet is the Eglantine breeze; a 


| But i in Colin, all {weetneſs unites, 


For Colin, for ever cou 1d pleaſe, | 


et now in nzack Se and ! fad grove, 
I mourn that my j9js are no more 
The fhepherd Ls ſalf- 5 yet 4. love, . 
Hes Jos 8 A 1 1 


How loft Was Lich 1 nate Fa ON he Hin | 


His accents how tender and ſweet ; 


And honey ſure drop d from his tongue, | 


W hen my Proves the [wain would repeat. 
| But now in cach wood, Ke. 


w 1 he ho my ; fad knell o'er the lawn, 


Perhaps he may ſhed a fond tear ; 


5 | Perhaps he may hgh all forlorn, 


Tor . that lov'd him ſo dear. | 
| Petr now in each wood, &, = 


[%] 


4 100 11 DE. 1RLY, 


= FAV O RITE. SCOTS Oc. 
Sung at Tauxkatl, by 1. Ls ARYs ; 


TY liter he makes fic a * 5 
Becauſe young Patie woos me; 


Sw Yet: on the lad I canna blin, 


For well 1 ken he loos me. 


8 Nae fault in him I canna find, 


He ſpeaks ſae kind and Ty 
Lis he alane can pleaſe my W 
3 or troth, l log him N 


. Sae 3 on thi pipe he — 3255 „ 
And ſings fo ſaft a dt; 
While round my ewes are ſeen to graze, 
Too ſcorn him were a pity. 15 
To him I vow, I'll be ſincere, 
And ever ſpeak him fairly: 
5 For i in my heart I muſt clave, 
"20 troth, 1 loo him a | 


: My wither 404 my daddy too, 
May ſcold indeed and teaze me; 
| Yet I've a right to chuſe my Joe, 
The only one to pleaſe me. | 
To wed wi' him I am inclin'd, 
To- morrow morning carly: _ 
And then, baith awe my kin and kind, 
| oo 11 dee 1199 him dearly. 7. 


Ay. 


ly 


Th T 


$1 SHEPHERD" s GONE AWAY. 


O00 FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sun 15 Mifs Mirae, at Vauxhall. 


TELL me, ye gentle nymphs and Fain, 
Paſs'd my dear Damon o'er your plains; 


| 0 cheer with hope my lonely way, 
1 leek my love that' s gone — 


Lands hs has flock along the mead, 

Or does he feek the cooler ſhade < 

© teach a a hapleſs maid the way, 
To find her e 928 15 


be ye fair, the truant ſv ain, 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mein; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair, | 
| And when he 85 tis Heaven to hens; 


| Leads he 1 15 flac, Kc. 


Te nymphs the 3 of e prize, | 
And ſhun the whitchcraft of his eyes; 
Fly from his charms nor ſtay too long, 

98 To hear his ſoft enchanting ſong. 


£0045. he 1 Ls ns 5 zl | 


The 


tn 1. 


T1 ne moſt approved SO N G * 121 the 
KENTISH BARONS. 


Oo "LAY, 


4. Performed at the Theatre Royal, "Hay Market, 


Vith : 985 applauſe. N 


1 K. 


Surg ty Mr. Jouxsrox:, 


| EQ AL t to 1 the gods is he, 


Who's favour'd by one {mile from thee ; * 


hat accent ſweet, th 1 80 air, ; 
— WO uld vanquuth death and calm deſpair. | 


Ah! now I fecl the {vi tle flame, 
Which ſhoots like light” ning 3 my fra ame, 
And blaſted by the heav enly fire, 
. ithout one RY ſigh ex pire. | 


0990600009 | 
* 
Sung by Ar. B. ANN is TER, Jin, | 


\H dear! tees? deart 1 favs. ſhalldie— : 
Poor Gam with ſorrow 3 is ſo dry; 
Oh! how I'd weep if ev ery tear, 


N Wou'd turn trom water into beer. „% 
Oh dear, dear, gear ! Oh! 


+ * no more liquor left, "wb 


et; | 


TH] 


ob! was once «fo blythe and merry, | 


I friſk'd and jump dlike uncork'd Perry : 
I'm now grown languid, dull, and dumb, 
Mum. | / 


Canned 
0 N . 


Sung by Mrs. Kruste. 


1 LAS! 1 my Faithful fi nd. 


AN My ſorrows, but with life can 4 


, Oh? Clifford ! I would not complain, 


4 Did 1 alone teel all the . 


3. Full welt 1 1 ths gen't 'rous youth! 


Thy honour, conſtancy, and truth; 
Mv mind's trom baſe ſuſpicion free, 


: Wan thine is rack d wich Jeatouly. | 


ang by Ar. Baxintsren, jon, > 


WWELVE years : ago I went to woo, 
The comfort of my life, my Sue; 


| vi then was twenty-eight, amd you, 
| "My . ene forty-t Wo. 


Forty-two, 
Forty-two; 


ur pretty chick—were twenty- two. 85 
„ Rune 


78 1 


1 Runs lime as tibi as of yore, I 


\ You miſt be verging on threeſcore; 


But women now grow old no more, 

And Suſan blooms at fifty-four; 35 
And Suſan blooms at thirt y-four, fiſty four; 

+; Ard Sulan blooms « at thirty- four. „„ nuns 7 


I rr 
| E o N <6. 


Lung by 2 Kauer. | 8 


A m1, yt RY why! ye heavenly pow'r 'rs 
* hy in my life's more early day, 


Stres d ye my eaſy path with flowers, 


To make more that p this Trey * ay. 


Ye et ail, will. 1 Tas thy aid, 

_- Seal} lift to you my fervent pray er; . 
Take pity on a helpleſs maid, | 
: Ard turn her 8 from deſpair, 


- IT 


2 - eee . 


 Quivrerro , AND cnonrs, 


* 4 1s love that now my da 1 


5 Hips lis wine which now the ſoul alpinen N 
Friendſhip and gratitude ſhall prove e 


Ai leaſt a match for wine and love: 


Ihen let us hail the league divine, 


5 of loy e, of una and of wine. 5 


Fortune 


1-9 + 


OO Fortune our v irtuous eben ſhall blels, 
| ?Twere cowardly to doubt ſucceſs; 


Where friendſhip leads, 
Where wine inſpires, | | 
And ardent love the boſom free 1 


OY Then let us hail the league divine, 
+: Of 288 e ad of wine. | 


33 ad — 


DV nr 
„ Jonusroxs. 


WAY, lovely IE do your eyes, e 
88 me through this diſguiſe 1 


| "1h Or does my voice inform your car, 
5 Your G Tour fond deliv erer” 5 near, . 


Ms. Kauarz. 


Ves, alla 3 1 Kno thee well, 
But tell, my love, O prithee tell, 

How from this caſtle I may fly, 
| With Edward live, with ward die, 


Born. 


7 The hopes ES [well my anxious breaſt, 
In accents true, though faint (aggel t, 

That from this caſtle F may fly, : 

With Emma ly e, with Emma die. 


e 


1 ET Cup 4 ak his 5: pere wings, 
E bite round the loves and graces fly ; 1 

: Apollo touch the tremb ling ſtrings, 

And Hymen lift ur torch on n high, 


: Mr: keusks, and Nr. Jounzroxs OT 


Oe Our 8 are gone, the tempeſt paſt, 


Here adverſe winds no more. —_y 5 . 


" Our veſſel, ſafely moor'd at laſt, 


Cats anchor in | the of ny of 3 C0 


TRIBUTARY. STANZAS. 


To Momus. 
7 Ponexr: of caicty and glee, 


Unus'd to ſtern or lerious feature, To 


Accept this tributary fee; 


e 7 rom me a laughter, loving creature. 


| Tho! his « the rites may "DE with fin, 

With folly, Ignorance, or treaſon; 

From th' horſe laugh to the modeſt grin, 
; They" re innocent at ev Ty ſeaſon. 


5 ve who with ious Aces tice, 
Is o weep at life's rubs are ſo ſimple 4 
. our cheeks and ſolemn features grace, 


In licu of tears with laughter” 8 ample, 
| 19 5 Dull 


5 Thoſe wk in Cupid and fach harms, - 


: 5 wiſh to die in Mira's arms, 
„ Or meet hangs Sein invader Sinking,” 


* *Stead of a prey to love or wine, 


Who Mall the energy controal, 


: 4 - The e health of human kind, 


T 8 T 
Dull tut come not bien = 
Hence dread and ſorrow, fear and quaking, . 


e carking cares, my manſion 1 
W N 3 and des are e ſhaking, 


Or are with Bacchus ever thinking. S 


Ir ne'er will own their dodrine mine, 5 
Bet when death ſhews me an. hereafter, | „ 


Grant, Momus, it may be to laughter. 


| $0445 $5545040036330 193800000) 5 


Ss o N 6. | 

Gang by 1. sroci „ 5 if 

At the late Revolution. Dinner, at the Crown a LAG : | 
Anchor, | - > 8 ö 


dl. high t the animating EY 5 1 | Th | | 55 | 
| And let th' eleſtric ruby . „ 
: From hand to hand, from ſoul to foul, 


Exalted, pure, refined, 


— —— K — 


„„ 


T 90 ] 


. 1 Not n now a 1 . mall raiſe, 5 


The ſong of proſtituted pre.” 


To {ov' reigns who have ſeiz'd their pow'r . 5 5 5 


But at this gay, this lib'ral ys. 


5 We ſbleſs what heaven 1 
5 1 8 Heaters of human kind. 


185 W. e turn indignant from FTE cauſe, 1 


Of Man's diſmay, from partial . 
From Kings who vainly ſeek by fight, 


To ſhun the blaze of moral light; 
Wee bleſs what Heaven wer ied 
E . n of human kind! _ 


cChoORUs. 


=_ 1 the SI d Rights which. Nature gave, 5 5 5 . 
3 Aud &t your laſt vefe vow, be freedom or the grade. . 


| 0499909$9965904090508 195433505. 


The moſt Approved. A IR 8. 
1 the Comic Opera called the 
CAVE OF TROPHONIUS, 


. AR. Mrs. S 
= © OVERS how to gain—we all diſcover, 


: end; | 5 
3 reſolve and vow—to keep my 5 = 


SY 1 go tell "on how=-lf you'l attend. 15 


But love with Hymen' "'Y chain—is laid to ; 


8 2 A 5 5 ? ; L 12 8 : : 
: A" : — 3 — „ * Wet * 
— — GI. — * o - ; ; 4 x 


9 . as 4 a 
—— — — — a 3 — 15 F __ 


P * 


* 


| I, to wrath inclin 3 Gd provokes him; 5 
| With gentle ſpeech and kind—l 11 anger cool « 858 
| . 17 with trouble croſs'd. I'll ſooth and coax „„ 


N or think it labour N 1 _— to rule. 


- Blithe if be appear—I' ll laugh and chatter, 


But then, if grave his air, —l'll ſilent an} ; 


" Whatloe” er his will—mav be, no matter, 


He Il ſurely have it ſtill—the ſame for me. 


e looks Pll wear, —if he mould grieve — 


on GE 5 
But ſharp le ne ke ſhall diſcern; — 


1 Never croſs, but ſad—if he will leave m., i 


And 1 II be ever . he return. 


1 — at Ro to 1 e A 1 ind lc -—— 
III ſtrive, with converſe. "gay== the. . 0 


1 mprove; 


55 Hew forbear to roam—if nothing bind him, 5 
Who ſtill to ſmiles comes e home 1 


will love. „ 


: AIR —Mr. erte. 


ELL not me, Line 8 dangerous hs” - 
Is lodg'd in dimples ſoft and Houk 3 


5 Tell me not each face is fair, 


Becauſe the role 1 is on the cheek. 


Eyes, that low with 8 fire, N 


Lines that ſpeak the feeling ſoul, 


More awaken ſoft deſire, 


ads the bolom's thoughts controul, CE as tp 
5555 


4 * 2 
2 — 
— T 


— 


rn 


— 


eat 


l | 92 CE | 
Allis Bras Db. 


| W 711 idle tien y ou a fill x mv head, | 
VV - But, fince with me vou cannot w V3 


»Tis ſure a4 wicked pl: in; 


At hw vou may go bill and c COO, 
But maidens you ve no right to Woo, 


Since. YOU're 2 Mart ried man. 


Give o'er vour teazing. tis in 1 vain, : 
From me Your ſuit ll nothing gain, 


But end as it begin: 


| Ta fix, were l| to- love Tas 
5 Upon a lingle ſwain my mind, 


Not on a a married man. 


AIR. lr. Dieox uu. | 


T eve, as 1 2 « my far.” 


The ſhepherds all ſmil'd at my layz 5 


Aae, d me the nymph to forſwear, 


And jeſtingly made me be gay. 
I vow'd. that a look to obtain, 
5 part with my crook and my fold; 
My ſuit, they reply'd, would be vain, 
For her heart to all others \ was cold. 


Thoſe eyes « thai like Diamond 8 * 


May pity more brightly adorn; _ 


1 nmov'd will ſhe look on my woe, 


Can paſſion unfeign'd be her ſcorn, 


— — —— — . 


"Tm 1. 


| How true and wave conſtant I 1 prove, 
Ah! had I the art to unfold, 
85 be d deign to accept of my love. | 
e her * to all others be cold. 


| AlR.—$ignora a sron RAC cr, 


« HROUGH evilight gloom, where groves 
Er _ embow'r the vale, _ : 
Ott let me rove with ſalent ſtep and Daw; 1 
And hear, far off, the lowly murm'ring gale, 
To. fancy's s Car N the bounds of! woe. 


Some tarts bd 1 repeats her 1 cry, i 
| And cooing moans, in widow'd ſtate forlorn ; $- 
= Some faithful vouth's or maiden's parting ligh, 
On — wings to diſtant plains is borne, 

5 Throu, Zh tw wilt, ght e &. 


— 


— 


INVOCATION,—Mr. Sz DoWieK, | 


„ aut. JH! wondrous ſage, whoſe magie : 


might. : 

| Unſeen, unknown, theſe realms of nights 885 

Amid their ſhades confels; .) | 

A wretched parent's anguiſh hear, 

| 5 rom gloom profound, arile appear, 
Thy x: a 5 VOW to blels. 


CAvATINA. 
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0 94 * 
e. \VATIN A.—Si gnora Sroract, | 


THEN the fun 15 riſen, and the meads are 


Merry chants the lark, ah! pienrily 5 : 


Sweet the linnet carols on the ſhepherd' 5 aſh 


Stepping o'er the dale, ah, bonuily ! 
Sec the {wains advancing, 0 | 
Light and airy dancing; 


Foliow to the fields, ah merrily ! 


Tripping ever featly, 
Singing ever ſweetly, 


100 along the dal le, ah, bonnily. 


eee sees 9% 


5 3 0 N 6. 
Sung þ by Mr. Dianne: 


Sent, ent the world a maſquerade. 


Wid ſhrugs and queer grimaces; 
Where all mankind a roaring trade; _ 
Drive under: neath bare faces? 


Pray don't the Iov er, let me alk, | 


 Hid by a falcine battery j_ 


Steal hearts away ? and what's his maſk y 


To be ſure, it is not flattery. 


Then join the general e 


Tnat men and manners traces, 


| To be ET the belt maſks dat are made 8 


Tor che ating ent bare faces. 


5 cigh vonder 1 yer—l II be bail, 


ible are his tale :nts, 


＋ on devil himſelt, int other icalc, 5 
No! ald qt uicsly Lick the balance, Seq 


Tot 


See that friar t to a novice . 
To holineſs to win her; 


| Their maſks drop off, what are they each? 5 


He a taef and ſhe a ſinner. 
To be fure 5 ent, Ke. 


. ror hw huſband ſce yon aide: cry, 


She'll never have another; 


5 By my ſoul, ſhe w eeps wid but one eye, 


For ſhe” 8 erring 0 ith the. other. YE 


. You courtier foe, FR in a Lerack, 


Will promiſe fifty places, 


By my ſoul, his friends fcarce turn their back 


But he laughs befor their faces. 
| To be ſure he don't, &c, 


— N . e. 15 


3 0 N 6. 


Sung by Ar. Din . 


SAll. D from the Downs in the Nancy, : „„ 
My jib, how ſhe ſmack'd through the Dionne, 97 


” * s a veſſel as tight to my fancy 


As ever ſail d on the ſalt ſeas. POPs 


| S adiew t to the whia diffs of Briton, 


Our girls, and our dear native ſhore, 


For if {ome hard rock we ſhould { plit on, 


Mie ſhall never ſee them any more. 


But ſailors were born for all weathers, To 


Great guns let it blow high, blow Wy 


- Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 


5 where the gale drives n muſt 80. when = 


+1 


When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar, 
1 verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk, _ 
| For the wind ſo began for to alter, 
She 1 2 as thof ſhe was drunk. 


The (quall tore ah mainlail to Wivers | - 5 
Helm a weather, the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
5 Brace the foreſail athwart, ſee ſhe quivers, 
As before t the = ug tempeſt ſhe flies. 

But ae Kc. . 


55 The ws came on hides od faſter, — 


As black juſt as pitch was the 2. 


3 . hen truly a doleful diſaſter, _ 


Belfel thee Poor: ſailors and I. 


1 5 Ben Buntdioe, Sam Shout: 3 Di PE Handfail, Dy 


By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
= Juſt while we were furling the mainſail, 

3 Were every ſoul ſwept from the yard. 
But lailors, &c 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick, cried peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of Seek, i 
Z Vbile they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, 

Ho a rope, and ſo e on deck. 


well what wad you + we were Rranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew _ k 
of three hundred that ſailed, never landed 
But I, and I think twenty-two. 55 
But e xc. : 


+: 97 3 


. After thus we at ſea had miſcarried.. 


Another gueſs way fat the wind; 


. For to England I came and got married, 
To a als that was e and kind: 


46 But whether for joy or vexation 


We know not for what we were born, | 


1 Perhaps may finda kind ſtat ion, 


| "uy [ may touch ar © ape Horn. = 
But failors, & c. 


betete eee eeeeeietee 


PRETTY MAID, HW D'YE D 
AFAVOURITE SONG. 


I on that young Colin, he met me one day, 


And faid that my beauty was bright ; 


; 1 my eyes were as e as ſunſhine in 


day, 
| And as lucid as ſacs 7 in is ache | 
My heart how it flutter'd, I know not for why, 
As we tript o'er the meadows i in view: 


" And I was well pleas'd, I can never deny, 


When he laid * maid, how. d' ye do 45 


5 To the Hens ſhade then 3 e along, 


While gently he preſs'd my {oft hand; 
He ſung, and I own I was Les with his long, 
| For good humour 1 foun to png. - 


1 3 He. 


5 Surg ty Ars. Leaven, at the ul. cle. 5 5 


125 He gave me a «civil ks 1 mult: own, 
Such a one I before never knew : 


My heart heav'd again, and again it ſunk down, ; 


When he Tai; BOY maid, how a ye do ? 


"Then we toy 4 and we pratled awhile in the 


grove, 5 
| From triiles great matters begin; 3 


Yet wedlock cannot be a ſin. 


I For at firſt 1 declare, Ine er thought about loves 5 


'To the church as by honour directed we went, 


With virtue intent to purfue: 


1 : 
He 67 „ preuy maid, how d'ye do # 


PLA OS Ar er ATR | 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD, 
3 Mr. Disbiv- 


RON me Bacchus, mighty god, 
The victory is thine, 
Capid' s bow yields to thy rod, 
And love ſubmits | to. wine : 


| 'F ove, be of idle boys... 
Ihat makes the lage an Als, 
5 Lore cannot vie with thoſe hs 


. crown che 1 88 8 8 


ö 


1 85 And now ev'ry moment w ih . and con- „ 


5 True to our honeſt purpoſe -gñ-”e:e: AM 


5 The lover 8 by his bak - 


We count them in a way more wiſe, 


| 5 No never ſhall prefumptuous love, EE 1 


: Worn out by bickerings, even Jove, „%%% 


tw tk 


To plunge i in care let lovers whine, 


Such fools who will be, may, _ 


: 5 Good fellows, glaſs in hand combine 


To arive. pale care mts 


5 With rich of heart, how many a i hoy | 


_ Goes mad to plealc {ome laſs! 


| W. too go mad, but tis with joy, | 


Fir'd By the (parkling _ : 


How many dingle ona tree, 


Who buckle to love's ihe, | 


* wo, Dt tis e . 


2 
The moments as they pals, 


w_ paring round the Saal 


"Sew in I the lower fi FFT nk __ 


_ Wife, children, ſquall 3 


We make the air and glaſſes ring, 


While linging freedom's chorus : 3 e 


The joys of wine ſurpaſs, 
. Bacchus wo his . n gn 


{wo J 
BONNY WILLY, 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH BALL AD, 


Song b 7 Lravan, 4 the all carl 


* * iy! is a w W boy, | 

== And a winſome boy 1s . 

Where blue bells grow, we kiſs and LT 

O how he kiſſes me. 

9 5 The laſſes fain would W ay gain, 

85 But all their arts are ſilly: 

| Such ens won't do, my wily's true, 1 
98 en my winlome Willy, 


O my winſome winſome lad, 
© * ſweet my OF. Wide | 


7 My Willy kens not aught of art, 
Tho' a winſome boy is hne 
And oh the ſwain has won my heart, 
He's ſtole my heart from me. 
When e'er he ſpeaks how glows my cheeks, 
And ah I look ſo filly: 
But ſure I ken he loves again, 
/ tweet my von Willy. 5 => 
: "0 my ws O- 5 


5 My willy hes he talk of kirk, 


buch tender things does ſay; 


 *Tis ſure a fooliſh piece of work, 
8 _ fo often . 


W 


. — 
—— r ieee PIR * 


| Are all deceived 1 in little N eddy. 


5 When the 3 8 on his knees 1 5 
Who to mother has vow'd and has kiſo'd her, 
Why 'tis nothing more than kind after kind, 


For che dancing-maſter Kiſſes filter; Re 
| $4 80 . 


Fe 7 


| w ky 1004 1 cry, no no, not I 
Bach jeſting is but filly: FE 
| When next we kiſs, I'll anſwer yes, 
| wy ſweet my bonny Willy. .-- - 
£ 0 my winſome, [7 


IIS 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


. Mr. bind. 1 55 
THY I ht 3 Ned af Gobble-ball, 


1 be come to London town with father 


| And they that little I a gooſe goes to call, 


- Should call me a fox much rather. 5 


1 be flent . 17. . 
And cunning and ary, | | ee 
And with a hawk's eye e } 


= : To watch what's ſaid and done am ready ; ; 


= they that goes to ons 
| To hang me for a fool, 
WII find in the rope 
A knave, that he wool : 
So you never muſt 
To faces truſt, 
For I be ily, 
And queer, and dry, | Foes 
nd they that thinks to make a fool of 55 


* 102 4 


80 they thinks me to WD | 
While I goes about the houle, | 
As tame as a moule, | 
| "By. the nick name of imple Teddy; ; 
But tis all one to me 
If, in day time, d'ye ſee, 
They meets their ſpark, _ 
1 kifs maids in the dark, 
So you never muſt 


To faces truſt, Ke. 


N If father be i in 1 * 1 A bouncing dame, 


| Thinking I be a lout and no better, 
And ſpells me out good madam's name, 
And . me a Neg. and a letter. 


What 1 1 do d. ye think ? 
To myſelf while I wink, 
I pockets the chink, 


” e the letter, and makes 3 to the leady: ” 


So down to the ground 
I tricks them all round, 
Tretty ſiſter and mamma, 
And my reverend Pappa: 
;o you never mult. 
| To faces truſt, cc. 


ATA. 


— 


R 193 1 


& FAVOURITE SONG, 


» My. Dinos. 


Ha 


Better than roſin loves the bow, 


1 Than treble ſhrill the growling bals, ; "7 -” 


Or 1 88 —— a FOE caſe. 5 


= "No more - then let us folo vs. - | 


| . To Uymen' s temple jig away, 
| There, when we get ts 
In a duet, 


of pleaſure will we take o our Going, | 


Joy? s fiddle ſhall play, 8 
Love's bells ſhall ring: 


| And, while we celebrate the day, 
Well friſk away, 


And laugh and play, 1 
And dance and ling, 5 . 
; b And riſk nay” like -y thing. 


I 3 thee n more, 1 rally TY 
Than dancers jigs, or fiddlers drink ; 
Than dancing- maſters love a kit, 
Or ey? ſailors 1 Gral tit. 


1 1 Ft 5 Criddy, Oh þ ck more, 


Ihan fingers love a loud encore, 


Than curates crowdies love to ſcratch, 
5 Or roaring drunkards love a catch. 


ow mack I "Sa thes girl Crate ſt know 75 0 


No more then, Kc. 5 


No more os 4e. > 


THE 


| 1 104 1: 


THE. FAVOURITE 


LIUGCHING SONG. 


Sing by Mr. Dicuron, at Sadlers Wells. 


| In the Comic Entertainment. 


uE LAND WE LIVE 


7 . \OME, ye . Gs of care, 


= Pining grief is nought but folly, 


Laugh with me, and be as jolly; 1 5 


Ever thus your mirth ſhall flow. 


Ha, ha, ha, 267 - 


Ever thus your mirth . 
"ny Aay 8 . Sc. b ; 


; 8 thus . ever gay, 


Come where laughter leads the way; 


Io the Winds give ſimple ſorrow, 


Laugh to-day, and cry to-morrow : 
Life's 2 jeſt we wiſe ones know, _ 
| Ha, ha, a, Sc. 


8 Since SLY REAR here doth reign, 


With all my heart let's laugh again; j 


N What dull mortal can withſtand it, 


When the gods and you command it; : 
5 "Ima Enjoyment] here below. 
_—_ - LE * 54 


IN, 0 


Live to laugh, and hang deſpair = . 


EN. 


| 1% J 
EN FERITE, 


Sung » th Wixorizio, with great apple. 
At the Apollo- Gardens, 


117 uE fxteen years U had attain'd,. 


My mother gave conſent; 


On That [ fine folks and fights ſhould fee, : 


Soup to town I went. 
- With words and manners all polite, 
Il home return'd ſo gay; 5 
1 Poor Strephon cry'd, you're aller d quite, | 
- * I, En OO. uo pr a I 


| Akt 1 God you 're « chang, cry -d a he, 
Another maid ['ll ſeek ; 


TT Do lo, ſays I, d'ye think, fond bwain, 


For you my heart [I'll break? 2} 


5 70 Mira now, ſays he, my hand 


And heart 1 II give away 
At that indeed, with all my pride, 5 
| 1 ach d En verite. „ 


| Be not ſo raſh, dear youth, ery 0 „ 
Iuadeed ! did but jeſt; 
Of all the Nymphs you naw; Fays he, 
Lis you I love the beſt; 
To yonder church then let” IJ repair, 
„Teen d not then fay n EE 
| 5 = vow'd obedience, love and wrath, 
1 ml En verite. . 5 


SONG. 


E 106 = 


85 0 N "Ge. | 


aun, MARY' 5 LAMENT ATION. 


| Sung by Signior 1 Texpyect,. 
5 1 SIGH FORT 8 me in vain, | 


| Thele walls can but echo my moan, Y 
Alas ! it increaſes mv pain, 
When I think on the days that are gone: 2 
Theo the grate of my priton I ſee, 
Ihe birds as they wanton in air; | 
ay, My heart how it pants to be free, CS F=: 
| My looks they are wild with * „%% Os 


| Above tho' opprefs'd by my fate, = 9 16 75 
| 1 burn with contempt for my foes; - CE 1 
” | Tho! fortune has alter'd my ſtate, _ „ 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thole : : | | 
Falſe woman in ages to come, 
1 Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; „„ 
A deen we arecold in the nd „ 8 
Some heart fill. will forrow for me. 5 TS 


e roofs who cold Ape and di may, 
| With filence and ſolitude dwell; 
LS. How comfortleſ> paſſes the day, 
Ho fad tolls the eveniag bell: | . | 
The owls from the battlements ery,  _ „„ 
_ Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around; ; 
O Mary prepare thee to =_ 
Las, al it runs cold at the found, 


od. 


[ 107 1 


g Sung * Sr SToRACE. : in 1. Haunted 
| Tower. 


X ö HITH ER, my love, ah! 1 w chither art 
1 thou gone! | 

Let not thy abſence cloud this happy 3 7 al 
 Say—by thy heart, can falſehood e er be known? RE: 
Ah! no, no; I judge i it by my own, IE 

The heart he gave with ſo much care, : 

Which treaſur'd in my breaſt 1 wear, 

till for its maſter beats alone, 5 

Fakes ſure the ſelfiſh k thing: $ his own. 5 „ 


— 
. F FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


Sung by Mr. Disdix. : 


wav and ; join the rendezvous, | 2 
Good fellowſhip reigns here; 
" Jon ſtandard flying in your view, | 
To, invite each volunteer, i, 


"Mark alas! s drum 
Cries come, come, come, 
Obey the kind ſalute, 
Ihe echoing hall 
Reſounds the call, 
Io welcome each recruit. 


; Behold _ 


F- RY + 


5 Bebold the ner 7 in array, 8 
A column it appears; 
While pyramids of whips diſplay 
A Eg of grenadiers. 
| Hark, . 5 drum, &c, 


CT rivers, not of blood, . out, 
But nectar, clear and ſtrong, Ls 
Young Ganemede s become a (cout, 
Bede an ald. de- camp. 55 N 
- Hark, \pleafure «drum, ac. . 


© 


1 Mow Je is 5 tow ſee, they fy, 5 
Attack them glaſs in hand; | FF 
Cloſe quarters, rally, fight or die. „ . 
5 Tis Bacchus gives command, _ oe 


_ Hark, , pleaſure's drum, &, Pats 


hi 109 3 


The molt Approved: AIRS, &c. Song 5 in the 5 
Ac Pantomims, (taken from OSSLAN alled 
OSCAR and M \LVINA:; or, The Hall of 
_FiNG \L: As Performed « at the ! heatre- Royal, 
| Covent: Garden, _ | | 
A 1 R—The Pedlar, 
| E DO . b ur. Mo» von, | 


i] "x 15 AM a jelly gay dls , . 
1 Come here to ſel! my w are; 
- 5 Vet tho' in TN vi things 1 Ta in! -dle er, 
II meclelle mon: withthe fair 
When I thow mr ribs nds to milTes, | 
Tho copper and filler * ain: 
Yet beter I'm Plenws'y wh it. ti uke, | 
That 1 cannot nov expl- _ 
1 1 am «zoily ay pecl lar, &c. 
Fools ſay that 1 5 Ute is but 8 
And ſeem difinclin'd to be gay; 
But why ſhou'd we think of (9-7 orrow, 
a 45 5 When we may be happy to-. 
f Ji rove round the world for m ple: ture, 
Reſolv'd to take nothing ails; 
And think my exiſtence a treaſure, : 
03 hen blelt with the cup, =o the Ki- 


They rudy are thick -heade: 1 8 
Who know that y outh's gone in a. crack, 
Yet will not enjoy, as it palles, 


. 185 ſeaſon that never comes back. N 


f * . 


Let time jog e on Bower.” or quicker, | 
Or whether we're filly, or wiſe; _ „ 
| Ve ſhall not be the worſe for good liquor, | 
Or che lwles of a 5 w ich n * . 


0 — 2 — 


ä 


— 


A 1 R. Tio Bends. 


oN 5. tr: mph let us + 4, | 
To thee mighty Fingal's praiſe; 
Not the rending ſtorm that flies, . 
% %%% ³˙ A EHEEEES ESE 5:44 
Not the falling flan es of night, > VVV 
Give the ſoul luch dire affright, t, N . 
As the hero's burt ing lance, 
When is wond'ring focs ads ance, 
In his val rous deeds we trace, 
The glories of his ancient race. 5 


: © 5 0 xv » : 


5 ong of triumph let us s rails,” 
| IG the * — 5 praile, | 


"QUARTETTO, 


FRE the ſcene of exiſtence be clouded with "7 
Eore, | 
Pet v zlour and beauty | it's evils beguile ; To 
_ Tothele ſhall the w orthy, the gentle repair, 

Or to live, or to die, by ihe. [word and the 
| mile. | | 


Thus 


r | Wy 


Thus the eagle fablimes, through the regions of 
day, | 

On 5 wings of Jominien maj: ical ls "i 
While the dove te. w her tale from the (ycamore | 
ET 7 | 

And at once is the folace and pride of the | 

| | vales. „ | 

cnonus. 


| Songs of Eine let us raiſe, >} 
To the my F _ 5 . e 


1 R 4: 9 bahn. 1 


1 Er the merry pipe and adn. 
1 Tell the ending of our 8 5 
| Take your 1 Zzlaſs each hone(t neighbour, 
"Hang r all care and lorrow! „ 


Flowing banks the heart inſpiring, 
Beauty s Charms the boom 5 
_ Ev'ry youth and maid deliring 


. Never fear to-morrow 


Second Peine. 


"Tod the 275 and ch arlimn miſer, 
Be of mirth the dull deſpiſer, 
Steal to bed and tnink he's wiſer, _ 
We diſdain his rigour. N 55 


OE Love can give us without meaſure, 


1 | ; i 


Heavy leep w hilft! ne is taking, 
| We to loc! al rites a! Laking, | 

> gs till the mort is breaking, 

Still with * Rex vigour. 5 


5 2 id | Pp afant, t 


Gan then ev'ry beaity fellow, 5 
Be he lober, de he mellow, _ 


Lei cold cautiie Vany dellow, 
Ve have better reaſo n. 


8 We pollels of life the 8 „ 
Quaff the cup, and taſte the 8 | 


At Thy p alen. : 


2 


DUBT. 


. gang by Mrs, Maarvn, and Mes, Movnrair. _ - 


”— ever in my bole Res 5 

0 O Thou ſource of endleſs plealure! 
Since nothing elſe on earth can give 

Jo dear fo rich a treaſure. . 
True love perhaps may bring alarms, 
Or be but loſs of reaſon; : 
Yet {til adds to Summer's ca 
And cheers the wary exon, os 


5 The hls of the great and gay, 8 
i; Is tranſitory faſhion; _ 
_ Whilſt pure and laſting is the ray, 


Of unaffetted paſſion: 5 3 


— — 


C ay. 1 


When danger threats the peaſant" 8 cot, 


And cruel cares aſſail it; 


Affection's ſmiles ſhall ſoothe his dot, 


Or bid him not bewail " 


| Then iet 68 each, on nh rely, 
A mutual tranſport borrow: _ 
The laviſh forms of life defy, 


And artificial ſorrow. 


Content, we'll ſport, and laugh and ls, = 


Grow livelier and jocoſer; 


While time, that fleets on envious w ing, 


0 Shall bind our hearts the el ofer, | 


hs —_ 


— 3408 


ev aer Erro Bards. 


: WEE: ſhall deſerve the vine praiſe, : 


Of the rapt bards' exalted lay ? 
None can deſerve it but the brave! 


. fs life he gains the meed divine, 
And holy hands freſh laurels twine, 


10 decorate che hero's bee. 5 


8 prove N the burning proud aelight ! . 
And ruſh indignant to the fight, 
Let glory be your leading tar; 
Tis endleſs infamy to fl. _ 
But bleſt with honor he ſhall die, 
Who falls amid the ranks of war, 


* CHORUS, 


Ts 


CHORUS. 


Hy all the Bards and Peafonty, 


SCAR, like the « orb 58 day, 5 
| Drives each threat” ning {ſtorm 15 ; 
Par before his blazing eye, 
__ Swift the mingled ſquadrons fly. 
Let us then united raiſe _ 
| Songs of triumph to his is praiſe, 


Pn I 


FINALE 


Fit Peaſant. 15 


5 * the Patile 8 rage is ended, 


1 And cach danger over; 
. Smiles and tears by beauty blended, 
| ee the | 8 


Second alan. 

| Heroes now, their 1 gleaming, | | 
Are no more of ſlaughter dreaming; 
But bright eyes, with fondneſs beaming, 
. * the lover. | 


Third Peafant, and Chorus. 
” When the battle” 's * is ended, Kc. . 


Fourth --* 


E058: 


Fourth Peajents 


$portiy e ſong 3 dance inviting 


Fury youthful heat de! ighting, 


Prove that nobler joys than fighting, 
e the lover. 5 


CHORUS, 
: When the bazle' O rage is ended, ac. on 


cdyovovopyonenpeee0050900 260000 
FAMILY, LIKENESS. 


Sung bs Mr. Dini. 


ov El. Y Woman: 1 of nature, | 
Good, and ſects and kind, and 12 * 


N 4 han man, a higher ſtyle of creature, 
Perfect as celeſtials are. 

Sce Myra come, like ſtately Juno, . 

Ever fair, and ever young, 55 

5 Completely like, as I and you know, 

"mY or ee, like * has a Ons 


_ Y oung Czlia's charms: that oa ſo ſweetly, 
Io paint, ah! what can words at 
„ She's Va ſelf, and ſo completely, 

That Cælia is, "like Venus—tfrail, 
To woo the charming Gloriana, 
15 Audacity would be afraid: 

| _ She s Chaſte and icy as Diana, 

And, like Diana, an — maid, 


MA : 116 1 


Thu us woman boaſt: a near re lation, 
118 plain, to the celeſtial race: 
Thus we of their divine creation 

A family reſemblance trace. 
If, then, fome faults of this complexion, 
| Like pots upon that ſun, their fame, 
Rult the lame mode! ot perfection, . 
The ſtars, not woman, are to blame. 


DEE eee 
\ DEATH or VICTORY. by A. Diseis. 


ARK, the din of diſtant 2 | 


"Mow noble 1s the clangor! * 
wh Pale death alcends his eboa car, 
| Clad 1 in terrific anger. : | 


| 5A 4oabfat fate the ſoldier tries, 
Wo joins the gallant quartel ; 


1 Perhaps on the cold ground he 3 


5 No wile. no friend, to clole his e M ED | 

OT. Though nobly mourn'd, : 
perhaps re turn'd, 

Het s crown'd with v. ict ry O laurel, 


= many who, diſdaining fear,” 
Ruſh on the deſp'rate duty, e 


5 Shall elaim the tribute of the tear 


That dims the 1 any, ͤ 
; A doubtful fate, Kc. 


5 What noble fate can fortune * 

Reno ſhall tell our ſtory, - 

If we ſhould fall: but if we lee, : 

We live our country's glory. | 
Iis ity a doubtful fate ke ries, be. 


A 
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Preſident's Sentimental Companion. 


: HE „ of « 3 ating by : 5 
1 T free reprelentation in every nation, N 
1 1 The increaſing ſacred flame of Liberty. 
5 Perfect freedom, inſtead of toleraklon in x matters = 
e ro Relimors. o 5 | 
- The liberty of the Press.. . 
The trial by Jury, and may - the 255 ot 3 


to protect the innocent, for ever remain in- 8 


Violate. 


| The literary tices. 910 hone beat 3 


the Rights of man, and may genius ever de 
employed in the cauſe of freedom. | 


= | Thanks to Mr, Burke, Tor the. diſcuſſion he has 8 


_ .,_ *provoked, 
The memory of chai citis ens twho Fay in "Frente 1 
for the liberty of their Counery' 5 | 


| = The rights of Man. | 
| Tune Nation, the Law and the King. op 
| May Great Britain and France. forcetful of an 


cient enimities, unite in promoting the free- 
dom and hap pack of mankind, | 


1 The | 


TOASTS, Kc. 


- The 3 5 of the J rench Rez e in or out | 
of Pailiament.. nl IN 
Ireland and he: band of pat iots. 
The liberty of North America. | 

A reform in the repreſentation, of the People of 
Great Britain. 55 
3 the Sovereignty of the people; be the foun- 
dation, and the cap of erty, the ee. of Hs 
„ SEECY: public building, | TT 

| May the miſerics of war, never more have exiſt. ; 

ence among enlizhtene d nations: : | | 
| The National Aſſembly, and Patriots of. France, 
__- whoſe virtue and wildom have raiſed twenty- 


fix millions from the mean condition of ſub- _ 


jects of deſpotiim, to the dignity ; and bs pk 
©... meſs of freemen.- 

Peace and good will to all mankind. 

| _ May Britons feel an intereſt in all great events, 
that do honour to human nature. : 


1 May every Sonnen be founded on the 1 rights - 


% ũẽũ - Sou. 1 
- May all the nations of: Earope, likes France x e 
nmounce ambitious ſchemes of . ar and Con- 
queſt. | 8 


May the people ceale1 to o hacks for reden monarchs TY 


and miniſters, to rid on. 
The abolition of the Slave trade. 5 
J May complete ee Attach to every. 
| pathc once, | | 5 
Mar the civil power never interpaſe between 
the conicięnce of man and his Maker: : 
May timely and ad lequate refor e, prevent. the 
n=cellity of revolutions, | 2» 
May the tyranny of National prejudices, be ſuc- - 
cced od oy the C empire of realen. 
5 May 


TOALTA Kc. 


die, low be . on e and the peop! le 
be obedient to the lac. 


| May Eritons be as averſe to invading the rights 


55 * as zealous | in e their = : 


„ OWN. | 
May the calumnies and 3 of the 
tools of deipotiim, {erve only to enn the 
exertions of the friends of freedoͤn _ 

_ May bigotry and patty ſyirit, be ſw allowed up in 7 

| the vortex of univerſal libe rt y. : 


1 May the ſons of freedom increaſe nd multiply. . 


Every abſent friend, to civil and religious free- | 
Gam. - 


a May private 1 never be Glonited Ly 
differences in religious, or political opin ons. 
| May the whole world be one city, and all the 1 in- E. 


__ habitants be preſented with its freedom. Le 
: Perdition to thole {tate quacks, who preſcribe the : 
| people a ſtraw diet. | 


. May the morality of individuals 5 dere the poli- 5 


cy of nations. 


May the influence of prejudice, in matters of go- 


vernment, and ſuperititivn in matters of reli- 
gion, be for ever baniſhed from lociety. | 5 


5 Tbe ſtanding army of France,. who in the 3 | 


cot ſoldiers, loſt not the feelings of citizens. 
May the arms of France. ſupport her free conſti- | 
tution againſt al! her enemies. 


= May every nation that groans under tyranny be 


enlightercd to ur derſtand, and emboldened to 0 


VVV 185 

May all civil diſtinctions among men, be founded 

upon public utility, 5 
May neither precedent nor antiquity, be a faRtion . 
do errors cin to mankind. 


| May 


TOASTS, be. 


= May the nm; of 0 on the continent, be N 
pboon followed by its meridian ſplendor, 
= May bigotty, ſuperſtition, and all manner of _ 


ligious tyranny ſoon come to an end. 


i May the walls of the inquiſition, be lu re- 5 


duced to the late level of the Eaſtile. "IN 
| May the wile ard icber uſe of liberty, in thoſe 
> WAG, -@ ready * it, recommend it to all ” 


. 1 mankina. = 
| | Prof perity to the free- nations of the 1 EY 


: 5 may the preſent happy proſpect of the increaſe | 
of their number, be realized, 5 


Moy the free conſtitution of Great Britain PEN e 
lic! and, flouriſn and r to the lateſt e 


olterity.. 


- : May the torch of 8 „lic ſpirit, d; ſpel 3 glcom. = 


of delp« tilm ard conſume its abetiors, ys 


3 "Moy the monument! eretted i in France, 10 liberty | 


| ſerve as a leſſon 10 Preite rs, and an exam 


ple to the oppieſſed. 


| May nations learn their true eres Jad Ss 
longer go to War, ecauſe their Kings or their =” 


Counters happen to quarrel. 


= May the rat:on» of Europe become ſo 3 


cd as never more to be deluded into ſavage 
wars, by the mad ambition of their rulers, _ x 
The abolition of domeſtic flav ery throughout the | 


| 1 world. 5 7 
Short Parliaments, and an 1 equal” repreſentation 8 


to the people of Great Britain and{Ireland, 
A bumper to Brittania : : the army and r. 


